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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 



Some of the following poems have frequently 
been translated into our language : and one 
or more selections of them published in sepa- 
rate ToluiBes. But the whole ^Lyre and 
Sword," entire from the latest German edi- 
tions, has not before been given; and of 
many of the best of these spirited lyrics, we 
are not aware that there exists any former 
English translation. Nor have the detached 
fragmentary notices of our poet, which haye 
hitherto appeared in England, ever adequately 
afforded such a clear insight into the intimate 
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historical connexion between his Life and 
these poems, as would leave to each and to 
both their fair claim upon some of the best 
feelings of our countrymen. 

It would hardly be decorous here to canvass 
the merit of those incomplete versions of the 
Lyre and Sword which have previously ap- 
peared. Had the translator thought that 
the difficult task of preserving in English 
the essential colour and spirit which pervade 
his noble original had been heretofore very 
successfully attempted^his translation would 
never have been published. 

Perhaps some of our annotations may 
appear to many to be superfluous; and it 
will be freely admitted that all of these 
notes can be required by only a very limited 
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nmnber of our readers. This apparent 
diffiaseness has not arisen from any desire 
uselesslj to swell the size of this little 
Tolume. It has been concluded that the 
number of readers, whose enjoyment of these 
poems would be lessened by finding a few 
notes which they thought unnecessary, must 
be incalculably smaller than that of others, 
who might find some question thus answered 
which would eke hare materially disturbed 
their interest in various passages of the text 
For the Memoir of Eomer, and the extracts 
firom his correspondence, no apology will be 
needed. We cannot anticipate that any reader 
will complain of their length, or wish any 
part of them curtailed. Few pleasures are 
enjoyed by the intelligent with more agree- 
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ment of feeling, than the illustration of an 
author's works by his biography and letters; 
and few indeed are the poets, whose songs 
and deeds are more gratefully blended, in all 
that claims our best sympathies, than are 
those of Cha&les Theodore Korner. 



JV<«b— Ow i«4an an paitieolady nqoMtad to eonwe thrt ainn noticad 
Uiov. Thaf wfll alao nmuk that tha flaalarf oT tha paat taaaa aad 
paitiei^ ia hva alwaya priatad without oUaloB, wbldt tha rfiythm vlll 
wan than whan to Buhab aaalaotogtvathaitnacaeeoBttethiaqrUahla 
whan nqnlrcd. aapadaUy la tha doubla rhjrnua. la tha 
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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE. 



TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE. 



In many of the circumstances of its pro- 
duction, and of the history of its author, 
Komer's "Lyre and Sword" may be said to 
stand alone; perhaps literally without a 
parallel in its own, or any other language. 
The " de republicd bene mereri " hath hitherto, 
with few exceptions, been far separated in 
person from the ^pulchr^ dicerej** in so far 
at least as poetry is concerned. Certainly^ 
both have never before been united in the 
same rigour of intensity, and developed 
under the same energy of impulse, as in 
the Poetry and Life of Theodore Komer. 
Thoroughly to understand the full spirit and 
yeaning of this " Ljrre and Sword," would 



demand an acquaintance with the moral and 
political effects of education in the UniTer- 
sities of Germany, and a comprehension of 
the diverse operations of partition into inde- 
pendent states upon the condition and 
destinies of that nohle country, such as can 
be acquired only by much diligent and well- 
directed research. Of eourse, the narrow 
limits of this preface cannot admit of any 
attempt, however imperfect, to supply this 
desideratum. This omission is, fortunately, 
the less important, seeing that all which 
makes these Poems chiefly interesting 
demands in truth but little preliminary 
knowledge, or accessory explanation. Every 
line beaan along with it the full force and 
fire of warm, noble feelings ; and when our 
readers have learned from Komer's Life, that 
he who thus wrote was himself in very deed 
the warrior who died defending " The PoeVs 



Fatherland" if then their hearts answer not 
to the thrilling tones of his Lyre — if the 
name of Komer sound then^ as before-time^ 
a strange and unwelcomed word in their 
ears, we fear there is little hope that any 
preface or annotation could awaken their 
sympathies. 

Why, in a tini« of deep peace, and daily 
increasing kind intercourse between Euro* 
pean powers, should we dwell upon a work, 
excited by a temporary, unnatural position 
of warfare, ultimately disastrous to all the 
combatants 1 Let France herself answer this 
question — generous as she has ever been, as 
she can ever well aiSTord to be, towards all 
elevated and noble feelings. 

Our answer, thank God! comes from free, 
regenerate France: and with this France, 
assuredly, neither the Germans nor Komer 
had any quarrel. These songs interest us, 



simply because they breathe the true soul of 
devoted patriotism and love. So long as all 
hearts leap at the very name of Thermopylas, 
will Komer's Lyre awaken kindred feelings 
in Germans, Englishmen, and Frenchmen.* 
l^thout any attempt to detail the position 
of affairs in Germany when she was aroused 
to repel her invaders, one or two of the fea- 
tures, which appear most prominent in rela- 
tion to these poems, shall be selected from 
their general aspect The forcible chaining 
of their country to the war-chariot of France, 
through a triumphal career where she reaped 
only degradation from all the laurels so 
proudly won by her haughty mistress, awoke 



* In proof that thii is no mere oonjectarci ie« the JounuU 
det Debate* of SUt Jan. 1890, where in an enay, full of 
genios, on Mom. La CreteUe** History of the Restoration, 
the author pays a most eloquent tribute to the memory of 
Komer, and gives a rery spirited prose translation of muiy 
passages from the ** Lyre and Sword." 



in the Geimans that huming spirit of 
national resistance, against which, when 
once fairly alive, no might of tyranny can 
in the end prevail. It is impossihle here to 
recapitulate the many insults and aggra- 
vations of oppression, which combined to 
inflame this spirit An unrelenting pro- 
hibition of all commercial intercourse with 
foreign shores, ruinous to the very means 
of existence of many of her citizens, and 
intolerably oppressive to all, was long main- 
tained in Germany by the overwhelming 
military forces of her oppressor. Aiming 
his blows at the commercial prosperity of 
England, Napoleon cared little that all his 
allies, or even France herself, groaned be- 
neath the recoil of his vain efforts to ruin 
his mighty rivaL The conscriptions, which 
tore their youths, at the prescribed age, 
forcibly from home and country, often to 
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perish in wars waged solely for the ambition 
of one great conqueror — this terrible exaction 
of the human tribute harrowed the very 
heart's core of a nation so strong in family 
affections as are the Germans. Their misery 
became greater than they could bear; and, 
despite of the territorial subdiTisions of 
their country, which often forced those States 
whose hearths were trodden with victorious 
foot by the French Emperor to become, for 
the time, his unwilling allies — despite of 
the overwhelming power of their Foe, before 
whose charmed sword eveiy thing seemed to 
go down — the youth of Germany at last 
arose, as one man, to win their freedom 
or die. They naturally rallied around the 
greater Powers. The eagle of Austria was 
their banner : the name of the beautiful and 
injured Queen of Prussia became their watch- 
word. Mothers freely gave up their sons : 
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and the betrothed sent her lover to his 
conntry's war. They moamed for the 
fallen in this holy cause — but rather with 
proud thankfulness that those whom they 
had lost were not wanting, when life was to 
be given for freedom, than with any deep, 
regretful sorrowing. When a noble spirit 
thus possesses even the full might of woman's 
affections, and can control the violence of 
her fear and grief, there will be found fSew 
recreants amongst the men. Few indeed 
were the German youth who flew not to 
arms, when summoned to drive the invaders 
from their Fatherland.* But for these few 



* See ** Men and Boyi," in the potthnmoas addition to 
the Lyre and Sword. The bitter and Bcornfol feelinga 
there expreiaed towards the ** erbarmUcher vichf* who 
was at home when hii countrymen were fighting) were ao 
■Crongly shown whenever this Song was sung by those 
who had drawn the sword, that the contempt and detes- 
tation they suffered rendered the lives of the cowards almost 
iasttpportable. 
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who yet lived in shame, not for the bravely 
fallen, did their kindred weep in bitter 
anguish. The meanness of the cowards' 
crime weakened towards them even the holi- 
est ties; and the lives they had feared to 
lose were saved only for long sorrow and 
disgrace. The betrothed to such an object 
of her country's scorn generally regarded her 
plight as much released as though her lover 
were dead. The strength of her affections, 
even for one so unworthy, might be more 
than she could subdue without loss of life, 
or life's happiness; but it could not join her 
hand to him upon whom the mark had been 
set These statements are no highly wrought 
pictures of mere fancy. They could be 
amply illustrated both by fact and testimony, 
were it here necessary. 

Amongst the '' band of brothers" who de- 
fended the " Poet's Fatherland," his valour — 
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his genius — his touching life and fate — his 
deathless ''Lyre and Sword," have raised 
Komer to a proud pre-eminence in the 
hearts of his countrymen. The fame of his 
mingled tenderness, courage, and devotion 
has reached even our shores, and will spread 
wherever his name becomes known. The 
land which gave birth to Hampden, claims, 
near kindred with the soul of Komer. 

In addition to the interest of their having 
been written in the camp, two other attributes 
give deep power over the heart to the songs 
of this young warrior; the full spirit of 
sincere, pious devotion in Komer to his 
country's war, as to the service for which 
God had called him, blended with entire 
resignation and reliance, through all the 
varied fortunes of the cause of freedom, in 
the holy purposes of the Almighty will ; — 
and his firm presage, from the very moment 
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of his joining the Geiman anny, that for 
him there would he no Tictoiioos retaining; 
hat that his life was to he offered up for his 
Fatherland: a presage too soon and mourn- 
full J confirmed. The high, cheerful courage 
which graced his hright nulitaij career was 
noways damped, hut the rather quickened, 
by this clear prospect of an early death. He 
had counted the cost; and life was to him 
already, as it were, giyen up for his country, 
and in the hands of God. The moment of 
surrendering his trust might he near; there* 
fore his day's work was to he done dili- 
gently. 

We can well understand why these songs 
should now awaken merely melancholy and 
bitter recollections in the countrymen of 
Komer. With how widely different feelings 
from those expressed in many poems of the 
^Lyre and Sword," are the sovereigns of 
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Austria and Fnissia now deservedly regarded 
bj the Germans! The people of Geimanj 
rallied around their natiye rulers, when sub- 
dued b J the French, and spent freely to the 
last their property and blood, to win back 
kingdoms for their captiye kmgs. How have 
they been rewarded for this lavish devotion t 
Assuredly the deepest abiding gratitude of 
each monarch never could have repaid the 
greatness of the gift — the sacrifices for its 
purchase— the lives which won it for him. 
When the people of Germany arose in arms, 
their whole country was at the feet of the 
Conqueror, in whose antirooms their mo- 
naichs blushed not to herd and crouch, until 
the moment when their tyrant should deign 
to admit them to his presence. The free 
bands won back their native soil, inch by 
inch, until the pride of this invader was 
humbled, and their country freed ! 
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How, we ask once more, did Austria 
and Prussia repay this noble devotion?* 
The policy of William, Francis, and Met- 
temich fully answers this question; and 
bids all that love Komer rejoice in his 
death of glory, ere ever the evil days came 
over his Fatherland. No intelligent English 
reader need be told how the holy devotion of 
the people to the cause of their country's 
rulers, was craftily, and by degrees, turned 
against them. How the very confidence they 
generously reposed in their native sovereigns, 
when oppression came from abroad, was 
abused to their abasement in the most heart- 
less and treacherous manner. Therefore, we 
can indeed understand how the first feelings 
of a German, now looking back upon the 
noble times of Komer, should be bitter 

* The tmalleivSUtM have hardly any free will or power. 
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enough to render the "Lyre and Sword" 
almost odious to him. 

But let him remember that these songs 
breathe and foster the only spirit which can 
regenerate his country. Their ferment out- 
breathings of national devotion to Austria 
and Prussia will never be referred by him to 
the Austria and Prussia of our times, who 
smother or overawe every feeble State that 
shews the lightest trace of generous, honest 
purposes, in their mockery of a German Diet ; 
and strangle the very voice of freedom ! 
These aspirations of the " waxrior bard " were 
for German Princes defending the common 
liberties of Germany. What is dear to us 
all — what is precious in Komer, is the high 
and rare union of the fiery soul of devoted 
patriotism, with the gentle spirit of the purest, 
fondest love. This soul, breathing through 
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all our poef 8 life and songs, let the Germans 
never cease to worship with love and pride; 
for it is a Spirit true, sacred, and eternal; not 
depending in aught upon Prussia, Austria, 
or any change of times or circumstance. 
Thus alone can all their oppressors, whether 
foreign or domestic, fSall before them, and 
Komer shall still have sung and died to free 
"the Poet's Fatherland." (0 

The translator is not blind to many of the 
disadvantages under which this attempt to 
express the form, as well as spirit, of these 
German songs comes before an English 
reader. He has preserved the metres of the 
" Lyre and Sword " literally, with no devia- 
tion from the original Keeping these, every 
attempt has been made that his powers would 
support to give English to the thoughts and 
words of Komer. Between the merits of this 
mode of translation, and of a version allow- 
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ing more scope, it would open a disputed 
question here to attempt to decide. He has 
chosen the form which appeared to him hest 
fitting the spirit of the Lyre he has ventured 
to touch, with unskilful, but with no irreye- 
rent hands. How far he is successful, the 
feelings of his English readers must deter^ 
mine. He is anxious only that the original 
should, in no respect, be judged of with dis- 
paragement from this translation. Any fault 
in these songs, at all breaking the general 
impression of the whole, almost certainly 
belongs to his English alone. 



Whererer, in the fidlowing traailatioiu, an imperfect 
rhyme is foond, the reader ia entreated, in no instance, to 
attempt its correction, by the least straining of the mea- 
sare« or improper accent or sound of any word. Let the 
fall and true force be girea to every line and syllable ; and 
the rhythm of every poem be carefolly marked and pre- 

C 
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■erved in reading, leaving the ear to find the rhymes even 
where only imperfect. 

From the great strength and oopionsnen of the German 
Tocabolary, the free power of combining two nooni with 
a hyphen} is quite indiapenuble in translating; the^Srff 
of these nouns almost always qualifies the tecond, as 
hero-handf band of heroes^ &c. 

The frequent recurrence of the same rhymes often 
belongs to the German, and could hardly be avoided unless 
the origfinal words and metre had been sacrificed. It must 
be remembered that these songs ^ a string of successive 
appeals to the very same Btrong>hoIds of powerful feelings, 
were composed for widely different periods and occasions, 
and never meant to be recited or sung in series. 



LIFE OF KORNER. 

ARRANGED FROM HIS FATHER'S MEMOIRS, 



BY 

C. A. TIEDGE. 



LIFE OF KORNER. 



Charles Theodore Korner was bom at 
Dresden, on the 23d September, 1791. His 
faflier was then a Councilor of Appeals for 
Electoral Saxony; his mother, the daughter 
of a copper-plate engraver in Leipzig, named 
Stock. The weakness and broken health of 
the infant rendered necessary much care of 
his body, during his earliest years; and 
therefore the improyement of his mind could 
not be too rudely hurried* He then spent 
most of his time in the open air; partly 
amongst children of his own age, in a neigh- 
bour's garden; and, during the summer, 
partly in a vineyard, with his parents and 
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sister. His education was much more back- 
ward than that of most children; nor was he 
ever one of those who gratify the vanity of 
their parents by their precocious knowledge 
and talents. But, even from his childish 
years, there might truly be observed in him 
a tender heart, united with firmness of will, 
and sincere depth of attachment to those 
who had gained his love. He also gave 
early traces of a buoyant, exalted imagi- 
nation. 

With the growth of his body, came further 
development of the boy's mental powers. It 
was never easy to fix his attention ; but this 
once secured, he then apprehended rapidly. 
He shewed less inclination and facility for 
learning languages, than for the study of 
history, natural philosophy, and mathema- 
tics. His rooted dislike for French was 
apparent, even when he had made consider- 
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able progress in other modem, as well as in 
ancient languages. 

Many gymnastic exercises, during Komer's 
early years, gave strength and activity to his 
body; and l^e young man was esteemed a 
graceful dancer, a bold rider, an able swim- 
mer, and, especially, a good swordsman. 
Eye, ear, and hand, were all in him of the 
happiest natural organization; and each was 
well educated, in right season. AH delicate 
fancy-work, such as turning in wood, pleased 
him particularly; and he drew, with much 
success, not merely mathematical figures in 
true perspective, but also landscapes, &c. 
Even in a more extraordinary degree, were 
marked his fondness and genius for music. 
He had already given the promise of becom- 
ing a very successful violin-player, when the 
guitar attracted his fancy, and to the latter 
instrument he remained ever -afterwards de- 
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Totedly true. With bis lyre in his hand, he 
was easily carried hack hy fancy to the times 
of the Trouhadonrs. For this instrument, 
and for the yoice, he composed many happy 
trifles; and his correct, delicate, spirited 
touch of the strings, was delightM to hear. 
£yen from his yeiy childhood, young Komer 
had, moreover, displayed the highest poetical 
genius. His father, howeyer, thought it right 
barely to tolerate, but by no means to encou- 
rage, the boy's earliest attempts; haying 
too high a general conception of poetry, not 
to be anxiously careful, in an instance which 
touched him so nearly, that the mere incli- 
nation might not be mistaken for the reyered 
call : bare facility of production affording here 
no sufficient criterioxi. A success which is 
lightly won, is perilous, and becomes a lure 
to contented rest in a sufficiently mean rank, 
the moment that idleness is once wedded to 
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vanity. But from thiii ruinous union, our 
young poet wag happily preserved. His high 
youthful spirit cared little for the applauses 
of others; and plunged eagerly into the most 
laborious enterprises. 

Schiller and Gothe were the favourite 
authors in his father's house ; and Schiller's 
Lyrics were, probably, the first poems which 
the boy read. All that was high-souled 
stirred him mightily; but not until long 
afterwards, and at first with the awe of 
earnest devotion, did he himself write serious 
poetry. The first essays of his talent were 
sportive compositions, arising out of sur- 
rounding circumstances. For these he' never 
wanted materials. In him the fresh, light- 
hearted gaiety of youth had never been 
crushed by severe restraint; and verse flowed 
freely at his will. 

Komer remained under his father's roof 
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until the middle of his serenteenth year, and 
received his education, partly in the town- 
school of Dresden, hut principally from 
private tutors. - Amongst these was Dippold, 
the subsequent historian, who died too soon 
for his science, when a Professor in Danzig. 
Roller, now the curate of Lausa, particu- 
larly merits grateful notice, for his religious 
instruction ; as also does Fischer, the present 
Professor in the Military Academy of 
Saxony, for his excellent mathematical 
lessons. 

One of the hardest duties of a father is to 
guide his son in the choice of a profession 
for life. An adequate balancing of the ad- 
vantages and evils of each offered condition, 
is not to be expected from youth, which 
forms inclinations often upon very insuffi- 
cient grounds. Yet, upon the other hand, 
it appears a very serious matter to oppose a 
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fixed predilection; when we duly consider 
the importance of uniting inclination with 
employment, in a lively, strong character. 
It became the duty of Theodore Komer to 
choose an occupation which might soon 
secure him a sufficient independence, as he 
could not expect to inherit any considerable 
property. Mining had many attractions for 
bis poetical disposition ; and from the varied 
mental repast offered by the auxiliary sci- 
ences which it employed. This occupation 
became, moreover, a very desirable object of 
pursuit with reference to completing the 
educational culture of the mind of the youth. 
As a counterpoise to the predominant incli- 
nation which he shewed for all that the 
Greeks call after the Muses, he required a 
sort of mental gymnastics; and in the study 
of physics, natural history, mechanics, and 
chemistry, there were sufficient difficulties 
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for this purpose, and which allured, rather 
than daunted him. 

Facilities were not wanting in Dresden 
to prepare young Eomer for a higher course 
of study in the Miners' Academy at Freyberg; 
whilst, under his father's roof, many favour- 
able drcumstances operated, in most bene- 
ficial union, upon the formation of his 
character. His natural fhmkness, cheer- 
fulness, and good nature, were expanded 
here without opposition. In a family whose 
affectionate circle was bound together by lore 
and mutual confidence, tiie rights, eren of 
the child and the boy, were respected; and, 
without domineering, he ei\joyed from in- 
fSeoicy, within his own little sphere, a fineedom 
beyond all price. Here all was filled with 
sympalihy for poetry and music; and on the 
female side of his family were found, more- 
over, talents for drawing and painting. They 
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often formed little eyening reunions, where 
a chosen party ZQet, and many interesting 
strangers came. The boy was always treated 
with attention by this circle, under his father's 
roof, as he was never boisterous and trouble- 
some, but lively, unaffected, and fiUl of 
interest in all around him. Some girls of 
these parties, friends of Komer's sister, and 
of attractive mental and personal endow- 
ments, were delighted with his vivacity; 
and he saw, by no means with indifference, 
the pleasure which her friends found in his 
society. Amidst such intercourse, be natu- 
rally soon learned to ex\}oy, without unplea- 
sant restraint, the best company; and began 
to estimate the value of the refinements of 
woman's gentle society. 

His father was amongst the most attached 
friends of Schiller; and had, from this 
firiendship, many hopes for his son. But 
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for this, alas ! Schiller died too soon. When 
he last visited Dresden, young Komer was 
hardly ten years old. Amongst the re- 
markable men who, under his father's roof, 
had most favourable influence over the youth 
in his growth to manhood, must be noticed 
Yon Pfuel, now a colonel in the Prussian 
service, an intellectual, imaginative, nobly 
minded officer : nor can we here forget the 
Danish poet, Oehlenschlaeger. 

The summer of 1806 was the appointed 
time for commencing the mining studies of 
young Komer in Freyberg; and our new 
college-student found himself in a very 
genial position there. Werner, the Coun- 
cilor of Mines, was a friend of his father,' 
and treated the son with marked kindness. 
Of the remaining Professors, Lampadius, in 
particular, shewed him much kind attention. 
He found a most friendly reception amongst 
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the first families of the place; and his facility 
in soon making acquaintance with the young 
men who interested him, availed him well 
here. It happened, just about that time, by 
a most fortunate conjuncture, that a number 
of intelligent and well-informed young che- 
mists and mineralogists came together in 
Freyberg. 
Komer entered upon the practical study 

't of mining with great zeal; shrank from no 
I 

. toil, and was soon quite at home in the par- 

;; ticularities of a miner's life. He painted it 

i 

; in the most glowing colours in his poems of 

* 

this epoch; and the good-natured, practised 
craft's-brethien, amongst whom he dwelt, 
could never weary him with telling the 
stories current amongst the miners. Little 
by little, came the unattractive reality, in 
place of the ideal ; and the powerful allure- 
ments of the sciences subsidiary to the study 
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of mining, made him, for a time, untrue to 
the practice of this art Mineralogy, and 
chemistry, especially engaged him. Fossils 
were collected -—the surrounding country 
explored — charts drawn — and, with the help 
of an enthusiastic friend, some chemical 
researches were entered upon. Werner and 
Lampadius marked with much satisfaction 
the progress of their pupiL 

During the two years of his residence in 
Freyberg, young Komer acquired a maturity 
and resolution of character, which could 
hardly hare been expected from his years 
and light, fervent disposition. A daily com- 
panion of his studies and pleasures, named 
Schneider — one full of spirit and force of 
character, but driyen to melancholy by ad- 
yerse fortunes — had much influence over 
him. In this intercourse, the bntterBy was 
to be raised from dark leaves of mourning ; 
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and Kbmer had to treat his older and most 
highly valued friend with the tenderest for- 
beanince. A mournful accident severed this 
friendship. The ice broke beneath Schneider, 
who was an eager skaiter; and all the most 
strenuous efforts of his friends could not save 
him. The sight of his corpse, and of the 
body of another student, who had given fair 
promise of eminence as an artist, made, upon 
Komer, a d^ep and enduring impression. 

The remarkably cheerful temper of our 
young student was far removed from levity. 
True German earnestness could often be 
traced, even amidst his gayest sallies. At 
these times, he had willed to create a scenery 
for pleasure ; but he could, perhaps the very 
next hour, plunge, with his whole soul, into 
some serious pursuit. Therefore any inter- 
ruption in the course of study was much 
less injurious to him than to most others. 

D 
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Dresden is at such a short distance from 
Freyberg, that he could easily be almost 
always present at the little household fes- 
tivals of his family. This too afforded him 
many very pleasant opportunities of sharing 
their more distant excursions. The daughter 
of Kunze, a merchant of Leipsig, a deceased 
friend, had been entrusted to his father, as 
his ward; and thus young Komer gained, as 
it were, a second sister. He could not be 
absent when she was betrothed to Yon En- 
siedel at Gnandstein; ^nd their wedding in 
Leipsig was celebrated in the unrestrained 
joyousness of happy youth, with all the good 
old ceremonies. 

It was also impossible for Komer to refuse 
the invitation to spend some days on the 
estate of the Duchess of Courland, at Lobi- 
chau, near Altenberg. His pai'ents enjoyed 
the good fortune of knowing this lady, and 
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her sister, the Lady of the Bedchamher, 
Eliza Yon der Recke; and shared their par- 
ticular favour. Young Komer, who was the 
godson of the Duchess, received from her 
many presents, of considerahle service in the 
prosecution of his studies; and knew well 
how to value the kind reception which he 
found at Lobichau. 

In the summer of 1809, after sufficient 
preparation, he undertook a journey on foot 
to the mines of Silesia — an excursion of 
equal interest and advantage. Count Von 
Gesler, now Prussian minister in Dresden, 
who had been for many years the intimate 
iiiend of the father of Komer, lived then in 
Silesia. Both he, and the Prussian mine 
director, Yon Charpentier, gave the young 
mineralogist complete information of the 
objects most particularly interesting to his 
studies ; and also all the introductions which 
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could be useful in his search of them. 
Recommended by the foimer, he was most 
kindly receiyed by the Count at Stollberg, 
in Feterswald, and by the minister Count 
Reden, in Buchwald. The noble and lovely 
scenery of this country powerfully impressed 
his imaginatiye spirit; andKomer numbered 
his residence in Silesia amongst the hap- 
piest days of his life. This feeling is 
expressed in some of his poems. 

From this time, more earnestness and 
depth might be discerned in the spirit of his 
poetry ; and a pious, true, old German cast 
of thought became particularly conspicuous. 
He had never been taught to know religion 
as a gloomy task-mistress- — a destroyer of 
innocent pleasures, but as a friend exalting 
his souL All his education had borne the 
aim of drawing him towards her by nobler 
impulses than fear; and he had early accus- 
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tomed himself to reverence all that is holy. 
Hence came the openness and warmth with 
which his heart emhraced the spirit of Chris- 
tianity. His religious sonnets were com- 
posed, without any external influence, from 
the force of his inmost feelings, at the age 
when the daring courage of strong and 
thoughtless youth guided his leading im- 
pulses; and the sincerity of these poems is 
proved by the fact, that they belong not to 
any of the modes of this kind of poetry. He 
wrote on this subject, in a confidential letter, 
^ I think the sonnet especially suited to this 
class of compositions; for, in its measured 
verses, there lie a peace and love, wherein 
the true, simple stories of Holy Writ find 
their right place." 

From outward appearances at this time it 
would indeed have been hardly suspected 
that Komer had formed the first idea of a 



38 

religious almanack. It was to consist of 
historical scenes, religions sonnets, and 
hynms; but, more principally, of poetical 
conceptions of some passages of the Bible; 
and to be illustrated by a series of copper 
plates. A letter exists, written at this period 
to his father, containing the following pas- 
sage, respecting this design. ^ Shall not then 
the religion, for which our fathers fought 
and died, even now animate us? and shall 
not these tones speak to many a soul, which 
yet liyes in its pUrity? There flowed such a 
noble spirit of religious inspiration in the 
times of the thirty years' war, and before; 
which breathed even over their poetry." The 
carrying of this plan into effect was, at that 
time, delayed by unexpected difficulties; 
although the father of Komer had entered 
into the project with zeal; and Goscheh, the 
bookseller, was ready to undertake the work. 
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Komer^s academical coarse in Freyberg 
ended with the stunmer of 1810; and he was, 
at first, desirous of continuing his studies in 
Tubingen, particularly for the sake of profit- 
ing by the instructions of Eielmeyer. After- 
wards, he decided for the newly established 
University in Berlin; where many advantages 
united to favour his scientific pursuits. In 
this plan, Leipsig, where Komer's father was 
bom, and where many of his friends and 
relations yet lived, was not wholly left out 
Here also there was no want of the ablest 
instructors in his particular branches of 
study; and a half-year's course in this 
University was determined upon. 

The session at Freyberg ended too late for 
afterwards entering upon the summer course 
in Leipsig; and an interval was spent in 
travelling. Komer accompanied his parents 
to Carlsbad; made there many very pleasant 
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acquaintances; and spent, afterwards, some 
happy weeks in Lobichau, where a sprained 
ankle forced him to remain longer than he 
had intended. He was therefore compelled 
to abandon a projected mineralogicaJ journey 
to the Haize mountains. 

For the evenings' entertainment in Lobi- 
chau, his authorship was called into service. 
A highly gifted lady in the suite of the 
Duchess Von Courland, a physician, and an 
artist, united with Komer in compositions, 
under the title of Tea-papers, which were 
merely manuscripts, designed for the enter- 
tainment of this evening circle. Just about 
this time, was Komer's first appearance, as an 
author, before the public. A collection was 
made of his poems, under the title of ''Flower- 
buds." There were,perhaps, many objections 
to such an early publication ; but Komer's 
father found therein some counterbalancinfl^ 
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advantages. The young author would now 
hear the yoice of strong censure — ^would be 
made aware of many faults which had es- 
caped the eyes of his friends — would be 
brought to the trial, whether harsh and even 
unjust censures wholly discouraged him, or 
would excite him to new trials. 

On entering the University of Leipsig, 
young Komer found ill-advised party-con- 
federacies amongst the students. Two par- 
ties stood opposed with much bitterness to 
each other; and he could not remain neutral 
between them. His decision was taken from 
his own views, and some connexions previ- 
ously formed in Freyberg. He never belonged 
to the UUra-Refwwnersf^ ', nevertheless his 
imagination reared for itself an enchanted 
sanctuary of collegiate life. Meanwhile, he 
laboured with singular success in reconciling 
the unassimilating. In History and Fhilo- 
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sophy, be bailed himself earnestly; devoted 
many botirs to anatomy ; became a fellow of 
an Esthetic Union, and of the Makaria, an 
association for literary pursuits, and social 
enjoyment; founded a poets' society, was well 
received in the most distinguishe4 circles — 
and also hailed, as a true Comrade, at all the 
jovial parties of the youths who were not yet 
bowed beneath the yoke of the Burger Confe- 
dercunes. Since, moreover, he strove against 
all narrow restraint, brooked no offence to his 
jealous sense of honor, and kept no measure 
in his warm zeal for his Mends; it may rea- 
dily be imagined that he did not satisfy every 
condition officially imposed on him by the 
heads of the University.(8) 

In Berlin, whither he came at the Easter 
of 1811, Komer found a Mend of his parents 
of long standing in Councilor Parthey, whose 
hearty welcome delighted him much. His 
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father could also, from later acquaintance, 
introdnce bim to the ConntYon Hoffmansegg; 
who receiyed him kindly, and undertook the 
direction of his botanical studies, which were 
now to be pursued with peculiar earnestness. 
Another part of his time, during this first 
half-year, was deyoted to the instractions of 
the lecturers in philosophy and history. He 
obtained, moreoyer, through the Councilor 
Paiihey , the benefit of unrestricted use of the 
yaluable Nicolaien priyate Library; and the 
Zelterian yocal society, with the Theatre, pro- 
mised enjoyment for many happy eyenings. 
All these sunny pros{)ects were darkened by 
a seyere fit of tertian ague, which seized him 
about the beginning of May, lasted many 
weeks, and, after two or three relapses, left 
behind it such weakness, that yery powerful 
remedies were needed for his recoyery. A 
journey was thought useful; and was the 



44 

more available, as the part now remaining of 
the Summer coarse could be of but little be^ 
nefit to one whom sickness had depriyed of 
all the previous lectures. Young Komer, 
therefore, spent a month in Carlsbad, with 
his parents; and thence his wishes would 
have led him to the Rhine country, near 
Heidleburg. But his father, being alarmed 
at the spirit then stirring amongst the youth 
of most of the German Universities, intended 
to place his son in a position, that would at 
once break off all those connexions ; which 
else might have had a dangerous influence 
upon one of his fiery temperament Here 
there seemed a particular case to be dealt with, 
for which common rules were insufficient 
A youth full of promise should be placed in 
a higher position in society, his sphere of ob- 
servation extended, and the steps of his fresh 
progress towards the end of a complete edu- 
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cation qnickened. All this, for many reasons, 
his father expected from a residence in 
Yienna. Besides the general advantages 
afforded by this capital, he counted particu- 
larly on the house of the Prussian King's 
Minister and Envoy, William Yon Humboldt, 
with whom he had been for many years in 
the closest intimacy. And, from his friendly 
relations with Frederick Schlegel, he might 
hope for a favourable reception for his son 
with this distinguished scholar. Against the 
moral dangers of a great city, this son was 
more shielded than most other young men, 
by a character, in which his father could 
venture to trust ; and never had he reason to 
repent this confidence. 

With the August of 1811, the period when 
he entered Yienna, began a decisive period 
in the life of Theodore Kbmer. He found 
himself full of fresh young life; in a new 
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world; and feeling all the excitements of 
pleasure, without ever losing his purpose of 
mind. Without refusing any opportunities 
of intellectual intercourse, or denying him- 
self any of the nohler pleasures which were 
offered to him, he devoted a large portion of 
the day to serious studies ; and was particu- 
larly fruitful in poetical compositions. Now 
undisturbed, and with the concurrence of his 
father, could he give himself up to his deep 
inclination for poetry ; since, in any event, 
the knowledge procured in Freyberg assured 
him an independent existence for the future. 
What his father now desired was, not the 
preparation for any particular employment, 
but the complete mental accomplishments of 
a nobly gifted man. For such a man alone 
did he deem entitied to give his inward feel- 
ings utterance aloud in poetiy. Here his son 
especially felt that he needed a thorough 
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acquaintance with history, both in ancient 
and modem languages. By means of his- 
torical studies, a poetical sketch, which may 
give materials for a dramatic work, must 
often be sought for. 

Komer was long busied with preparing the 
plan of a tragedy, " Corvradin" which how- 
ever was never completed. Much of what 
the subject of this drama naturally led to 
would perhaps offend the Censor, and ii^jure 
any chance of bringing his work upon the 
stage. His first productions were two pieces, 
of one act each, in Alexandrines, **The 
Bride,'' and *'Tke Green Domino" Both 
were received, in January 1812, with great 
applause. A comic trifle, ^ The Watchman" 
had also the same success. Then Komer 
began to employ himself upon serious tragic 
materials, which suited his inclination better. 
A tale by Henry Von Kleist was, with some 
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alterations, worked into a three-act drama, 
under the title, '' TonL** Soon afterwards, 
appeared a very deep tragedy, in one act, 
" Tfie Expiation.'* Now the poet thought him- 
self prepared to venture upon the personifi- 
cation of the Hungarian Leonidas, *^ Zriny." 
To these succeeded a drama, on an appalling 
story, ^Hedwig ;" and a tragedy, ''jRosamund" 
from English history. His last serious 
theatrical work was ^ Joseph Heidrich ; '* for 
which a true sacrifice, the devotion of a hrave 
suhaltem for his lieutenant, gave the ground- 
work. During these undertakings, he still 
found time to compose three little comic 
pieces, " The Cousin of Bremen^" " The Ser- 
geant of Cavalry f"* and " The Gouvemante ;" 
as well as two operas, ** The Fisher (rirl^ or 
** Hate and Love" and the " Fourday-post; *' 
besides many little poems. He, moreover, 
completed an opera, which he had begun 
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before, called ** The Aftners."^ Of an opera, 
which he had designed for Beethoyen, *' The 
Return of Ulysses" a part was ready, and the 
sketches drawn for all the greater and minor 
characters. All this could never have been 
accomplished, in a period which did not 
exceed 15 months, had not a remarkable ease 
of versification, acquired by his numerous 
early productions, come powerfully to Kor- 
ner's assistance. The search for historical 
materials, and casting his plan, occupied the* 
principal time in his compositions. For the 
completion of a great work, he afterwards 
needed but a few weeks ; but these were of 
complete devotion, and unbroken application 
to his subject A Summer residence at Dob- 
lingen, a hospitable village near Vienna, was 
peculiarly propitious to him in this respect. 

For his productions, he found, generally, 
such a reception as could hardly have been 

E 
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surpassed by his wishes. The first appear- 
ance otZtvny was warmly welcomed by the 
public; and the author was called for; which 
is a wholly unusual appearance in Vienna. 
MoreoTer, some voiceSy eminent in letters, 
were ot the highest encouragement to Komery 
and from afar was receiyed a delightful review 
by Gothe, through whose influence The Brides 
The JExpiaUan, and The Green Domino were 
produced in Weimar, with singular care and 
applausa 

Vienna perfectly fulfilled, nay even sur- 
passedytheezpectationsof fatherandson. The 
delightful environs, and the treasures of art 
of this Capital, secured young Komer varied 
pleasures. In an excursion, whilst returning 
from Ratisbon, whither he had accompanied a 
firiend, he first learned to value the charming 
romantic shores of the Danube. The gay 
world by which he saw himself surrounded. 
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and amongst which he was soon at home, 
had the happiest influence upon his character. 
Very far indeed from slumbering there, his 
vigorous disposition receired a new impulse ; 
all his powers were awakened ; his aim con* 
tinuaUy raised even higher, and a warning, 
teaching, animating voice was never un- 
heard; if its influence had been acquired by 
genius, aequirement, education, or the attrac- 
tions of woman. In this way he was much 
indebted, not only to the households of Hum- 
boldt and Schlegel, but to the intellectual 
society of the well known poetess Caroline 
Von Pichler,* and of Signora de Ferreira. 
But that the unweakened force of youth was 
not led astray by the seductive dangers of a 
capital, was chiefly the work of love. A 
bright Being, sent, as it were, from heaven to 
be his Guardian Angel, chained him by her 

* See her Poem to the Memory of Komer. 
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charms of form and mind. Komer's parents 
came to Vienna— :approTed, and blessed the 
choice of their son— rejoiced over the power 
of a noble spirit-rousing passion, and look- 
ed forwards to a happy future; fortunate 
chances appearing to hasten the moment 
when the lovers should be united. 

There is only one situation in Germany 
which secures for the poet an independent 
existence, devoted to the cultivation of his art; 
and this was now to fall to the lot of young 
Ebmer. His appointment, as Poet to the 
Royal Theatre of Vienna, was a consequence 
of the applause with which the public had 
received his dramatic compositions, and espe- 
cially Zriny. Besides many advantages con- 
nected with this appointmeAt, it secured him 
a sufficient income. 

All who knew Komer now thought him 



the child of good fortune^ and, notwithstand- 
ing his rapid success, he had nerer to com- 
plain of envious cabals amongst his theatri- 
cal connexions. By many trifling proofs of 
kindly good will, and little attractions of 
manner, he fixed himself on the best terms 
with all his associates in art At the pro- 
duction of any of his pieces, the zeal with 
which the most distinguished of the thea- 
trical company devoted their whole talents to 
a successful representation, could not be 
mistaken. 

The attention which his compositions now 
excited amongst the very highest classes of 
his countrymen, was proved, in the year 
1813, by a circumstance which was highly 
pleasing to Komer. In his deep feeling of 
the subjection of Germany at that time, the 
Battle of Aspem was his comfort, and Arch- 
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Ouke Charles his hero. He inscribed to 
this General* two poems, full of warlike, 
triumphant excitement; and had the plea- 
sure of being invited to Tisit the renowned 
prince, who received his free-souled utterance 
of feeling with affectionate sympathy. 

Komer's decision to stand forth as one of 
the warriors for the deliverance of Germany, 
the first moment there appeared the slightest 
possibility of success, was already firmly 
formed. The Prussian call to arms sounded, 
and nothing could longer hold him back. 
He wrote, at this time, to his father; ** Ger- 
many has arisen. The bold-soaring flight 
of the Prussian Eagle awakens strong hopes 
of German freedom in all true hearts. My 
art sighs after her Fatherlandf — let me 
prove a son worthy of her. Now, when I 

• See the *' Lyre and Sword.** 

t Where is the Poet's Fatherland ?— Xyro and Stoord. 



55 

know how far this world's happiness can 
reach ; now, when all the stars of good for- 
tune shine over me, fair and propitious $ 
NOW is it, by my God, a noble spirit which 
stirs in me : now do I give a mighty proof 
that no offering is too great for man's higheit 
blessmg^-the fireedom of his Conntry! The 
great moment calls for great hearts, and 
within me do I feel the power to be a rock 
amidst this raging of the waves of Nations. 
I must away — and throw my breast, with 
fearless force, against this storm of Seas. 
Shall I be cowardly content, with my Lyre to 
arouse my conquering brothers, by sounding 
after them songs of triumph? No! I know 
what anxious fears thou must suffer for me ; 
I know how my mother will weep! Ood 
comfort her ! I cannot spare you this sorrow. 
That I offer up my life is no great thing : 
but that this life is twined with all the flower- 
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wreaths of friendship, happiness, and love ; 
and that thus I offer it: that I fling behind 
me the dear pleasure given by the feeling, 
that I had caused you no trouble, no pain : 
THIS is an offering to be weighed against 
Freedom alone !" 

. Theodore Eomer left Vienna on the Idth 
March, 1813, with excellent introductions to 
some of the most important men in the com- 
mand of the Prussian army. When he 
arriyed at Breslau, Major Yon Lutzow had 
just raised there the Free Corps, known by 
his name. At his call, flew, £rom all sides, 
distinguished men and youths to the struggle 
for German freedom. One spirit joined here 
the most widely separated conditions in the 
combat for the highest good of life. Officers, 
who had already served with distinction — 
important civil functionaries — the learned, 
and artists of renown, were found amongst 
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powerful landed proprietors, and a crowd of 
young men of promise. Towards such a 
company, young Komer was irresistibly 
drawn; and he seized the first opportunity, 
on the 19th of March, of entering this troop. 

A few days afterwards, the Free Corps of 
Lutzow was solemnly blessed in a Tillage 
church, not far from Zobten. In Komer's 
letters, we find the following account of this 
ceremony. ^ After the song * had been sung, 
the clergyman of the village, named Peters, 
deHvered a powerful discourse, which sank 
to the hearts of each amongst us. Not an 
eye remained dry. At its end, he bade each 
of us take a solemn oath to spare neither 
life nor goods, and to meet joyfully either 
victory or death, in the cause of mankind, of 
our Fatherland, and of our holy faith. We 
swore! Then he threw himself upon his 

* Sec the ** Lyre and Bword." 
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knees, and prayed to Gpd for a blessing 
upon His soldiers. By the Almighty! this 
was a moment, when, in every breast, devo- 
tion, even to death, burned with a flame of 
fire; when all hearts beat worthy of heroes'. 
The military oath, solemnly pronounced and 
repeated by all, and sworn over the drawn 
swords of the officers, and the singing 'A 
sure defence shall be our God,' concluded 
this noble ceremony." ' 

His mineralogical wanderings hadstrength- 
ened Komer for serving on foot, and frequent 
exercises, then and before, in firing prepared 
him for the duty. This decided his choice 
upon entering the Free Corps. He devoted 
himself to the service with continued zeal 
and exactness. As a brave comrade, he soon 
won the respect of his brethren in arms; as 
a true and welcome companion in joy and 
sorrow, he soon gained their love. . Wherever 
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his help could be needed, he shunned neither 
exposure nor danger; and, in their merry 
meetings, his cheerful temper, and happy 
talents, enhanced the joy of the moment 
There are certainly found in his letters of 
this period, and in his poems, many traces 
of his foreboding of death: yet this never 
troubled his spirit; for, with free and earnest 
soul, he seized at every time, what the mo- 
ment offered, and what it demanded from him. 
His chief occupation, during his hours of 
leisure, was with warlike songs. He ex- 
pected to effect much by the influence of 
music; and many of his lyrics derived their 
rhythm and form from well-known simple 
and powerful strains which happened to 
please his fancy. Moreover, he collected 
such foreign poems as he thought worthy of 
being sung by German warriors, and busied 
himself in adapting measures to them. He 
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saw, with the deepest pleasure, that all these 
were caught up by a people, whom every 
spark Idndled. 

But that Komer's poetry and music were 
no impediment to his serious service, both 
his commander and his comrades were soon 
convinced. Very soon after entering the Free 
Corps, he was chosen, by the voices of his 
brethren in arms, to fill the post of a sub- 
altern officer. He was appointed to accom. 
pany Migor Yon Fetersdorff, commanding 
the Infantry of the corps, upon a journey of 
business; and had the commission of pro. 
curing contributions from Saxony, in aid of 
the common struggle for the good cause. 

This journey brought Komer a week sooner 
to Dresden than the Free Corps of Lutzow 
entered that town. Here, for the last time, 
he saw his own family, and received his 
father's blessing on his call to arms. 
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Major Wilhelm Von Roder, a Prussian 
officer, who was his father's friend, — ^the same 
who afterwards offered up his life for his 
country at the head of his battalion, at the 
battle of Culm, — was, at that time, on the 
staff of General Yon Winzingerode. He 
wished to have Theodore Komer near him, 
and was in a situation to make his service 
very important and agreeable. But Komer 
remained true to his first colours, and fol- 
lowed Lutzow's Corps to Leipsig; where, on 
the 24th of April, he was chosen lieutenant 
by the votes of his comrades. 

The Free Corps had been strengthened; 
and was henceforth to be employed with two 
other squadrons of light troops, upon the 
rear of the enemy, to harass their motions 
by continual skirmishing. They had then 
these two flying squadrons operating on their 
ffanks ; which could, at any time, close up iii 
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the rear, if needful, in case of subsequently 
occurring emergencies. In the meantime. 
Major Yon Lutzow, about the 26th of April, 
attempted, by crossing the Saale near Scopau, 
to pass through to the Harze Forest; but 
received (as soon as he had actually crossed 
the river) certain intelligence, that a con. 
siderable body of French troops, under the 
command of the Viceroy, had already begun 
to move towards the very spot which the 
Free Corps would have to pass through be- 
fore it could reach the Harze Forest £ven 
when he got the news, the auxiliary light 
troops in advance were driven in by the 
superior numbers of the enemy. In these 
circumstances, the only apparent means of 
carrying into effect the instructions he had 
received were, to join a corps of the United 
Troops posted farther below, on the right shore 
of the Elbe ; and, united with some of these, 
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or seiring them for a point d' appui, to giTo 
assistance to such inhabitants of the North 
of Germany, ahready wearied of the foreign 
yoke, as would use, to obtain &eir own free- 
dom, all the resources which the enemy had 
entrusted to them for his own assistance. 

Major Yon Lutzow led his troop through 
Dessau, Zerbst, and Havelberg, to the neigh- 
bourhood of Lenzen. Here the Free Corps 
crossed the Elbe, under General Count Yon 
WaJlmode ; to fall upon the enemy, in his post 
at the north east of Danneberg. They met 
the foe, under this General, at the Gohrde; 
where, on the 12th of May there was a sharp 
skirmish. The French were driven back, 
with the most decided success : in which the 
Prussian horse artillery particularly distin- 
guished itself, and the Cavalry of Lutzow, at 
first meant to cover them, then followed the 
enemy, as far as the plan of warfare allowed. 
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The General found himself unable to pursue 
any farther the advantage he had gained; 
and, on the 13th May, passed, with all his 
forces, again over the Elbe, near Domitz. 
Major Yon Lutzow, at this moment, kept 
strictly to the duty assigned to him, of 
harassing the rear of the enemy^s forces, but 
not pursuing them too far. Meanwhile, by 
the fight at Gross-Gorschen, the French were 
driven upon the Lausitz, towards Dresden; 
and tactics required that care should be 
taken to cover all sides of the boundary. 
The troops of Lutzow were continually em- 
ployed, by the different commanders into- 
whose neighbourhood they came, in covering 
fords, and defending bridges, contrary to 
their original destination; and, thereby, 
straitened in their service, if not kept wholly 
idle. A good opportunity for the diversion 
of their powers appeared to offer itself, when, 
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about the middle of May, the '* Landsturm*' * 
was called ont; and the military GoTemment 
of the country, on the right shore of the 
Elbe, could not but see the advantages which 
the neighbourhood of the Free Corps and 
their commander offered for keeping up a 
skirmishing war of posts, and repdling any 
hostile attack. 

During their negotiations upon this sub- 
ject, the officers were constantly employed in 
a powerful organization and strengthening of 
the Free Corps and Auxiliaries, which were 
encamped along the left shore of the Elbe, 
whither they had withdrawn from the foe. 
Many of the brave Altmarkers having taken 
up arms, a prospect was opened of extending 

* Thii word cannot be translated'. It Mmeirhat corre- 
■ponde to onr militia, or the French national gnard, in eo 
far ai these terme comprehend a general military organi- 
sation or \ery ** sn masss" of the people, for the national 
defence. 
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the movement farther. With this design, 
the caraliy of the corps sarrounded the en- 
virons of Stendal, and remained there many 
days. This period of inaction, amongst the 
infantry of the corps, hore vezy hard npon 
Komer's patience ; and his feelings spoke in 
a poem to he found m the ''Lyre and Sword.*"' 
But soon the chance of procuring some active 
service aroused him. On the 24th of May, 
he followed the cavalry to Stendal, accom- 
panying a detachment sent hy his command- 
er to co-operate with the Civil Authorities 
of Westphalia, for the purpose of forming a 
strict military organisation; and he learned, 
hy this means, on the 28th of May, that 
Migor Von Lutzow, with four squadrons 
of his cavaliy, and fifty Kosaks, would set 
off on an expedition to Thiiringen on the 
following day. To ohtain the power of ac- 

• S«« " Ljf and S«rord.*' 
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companying them, Eomer prayed earnestly 
to serve in this cavalry, and obtained his 
wish, being appointed adjutant to Mi^or Yon 
Lutzow, who, being very fond of him, was 
glad to haye him for a companion. 

They marched, in ten days, through Hal- 
berstadt, Eisleben, Buttstadt, and Schlaitz, 
to Flauen, not without peril from the bodies 
of the enemy then scattered over that 
neighbourhood, but not without satisfactory 
success. Intelligence was procured — mili- 
tary stores were captured — and couriers 
intercepted with despatches of importance. 
The bold cotps harassed the enemy much; 
and occupied his attention by interrupting 
bis communications. A plan was formed by 
the French Emperor, that, to make a suffi- 
ciently terrible example, not a man of those 
who had shared in the daring enterprises of 
the Free Corps should be suffered, to escape 
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with life. Apparently he saw a fit oppor- 
tunity for his design in the suspension of 
aims, which at this time was singularly 
seasonable to the Duke of Padua, who had 
been blockaded in Leipsig on the 7th of 
June, by the Generals Woronzof and Czer- 
niczef, with the aid of two battalions of 
LutzoVs infantry; and wa^ only rescued by 
the cessation of hostilities. 

Of the suspension of the war, Mi^or Von 
Lutzow had receiyed intelligence which he 
considered official. Therefore, without the 
slightest apprehension of any opposition, he 
chose the shortest way to join the infantry 
of his corps; received the most satisfactory 
assurances from the hostile generals; and 
travelled, unmolested, along the high road 
as far as Kitzen, a village not far from 
Leipsig. But here he saw himself suddenly 
surrounded, and menaced by an overwhelm- 
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ing force. Theodore Komer was sent on, to 
demand an explanation of this; when, instead 
of giying him any answer, the leader of the 
enemy's forces struck at him; and this was 
the signal for a general assault, in the 
twilight, upon Lutzow's three squadrons of 
Horse, before they had even time to draw 
their sabres. Fart were wounded, and taken 
prisoners, and part dispersed over the neigh- 
bouring country; but the Mi^or himself 
escaped, by the help of a squadron of Uhlans, 
who, with the Kosaks forming the van- 
gnard, evaded the assault upon the main 
body. He rallied a considerable number of 
his troops upon the right shore of the Elbe, 
where were posted his infantry, and one 
squadron 6£ his cavalry. 

The first blow, which he could not parry, — 
having, in obedience to his orders, approached 
the leader of the enemy without drawing his 
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swoid, — wounded Eomer seyerely in the 
head; and fhe second only hurt him glightly. 
He fell back, but instantly recorered him- 
self; and his spirited hoise boie him safely 
into the neighbouring forest. Hero he was 
just busiedy with the help of a comrade, in 
binding up the wound for the present mo- 
ment, when he saw a party of the enemy 
riding in pursuit of him. His presence of 
mind never left him for an instant; and, 
taming back towards the wood, he shouted 
loudly, ** Charge with the Fourth Division! " 
The enemy were confused, and retreated 
rapidly, giring him time to hide himself 
deeper in the thicket It was then growing 
dark; and he found a place amongst the 
thick bushes, where he could not easily be 
discovered. 

The pain of his deepest wound was sharp; 
his strength sank, and the last hope of life 
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left him.* During the first hours of the 
night, he could stall hear, from time to time, 
the pursuit of the enemy, who were searching 
through the wood, all around him— hut soon 
he fell asleep, and, on awaldng the following 
morning, saw two peasants standing hefore 
him, who offered him assistance. For this 
succour he was indehted to some of his com- 
rades, who, flying through the wood, on the 
night hefore, had come upon these two men, 
posted at a night-fire, to guard from plunder 
some timher, collected for an intended forti- 
fication. The troopers, haying sounded the 
dispositions of these men, and found they 
were worthy of confidence, entreated them 
to attempt the rescue of a wounded Officer, 
who had concealed himself in the wood, and 
would certainly reward their service. When 
they succeeded in finding Komer, he was 

* See th« *< Lyre and Bword.** 
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reduced by loss of blood to tbe greatest 
possible weakness. His deliyerers procured 
him powerful restoratives; and led him se- 
cretly, by concealed ways, to the Tillage of 
Great Zschocher, in despite of the occupation 
of that place by a body of the enemy. Here 
his wounds were dressed by a Tillage sur- 
geon of no mean skill; and a great many 
inhabitants df the Tillage, deToted to Ger- 
many, were eager to lend OTery asastance; 
nor was there a single traitor, though neither 
threats nor bribes were spared to procure 
information by the enemy's Horse, who were 
hot upon Komer's traces, and knew that he 
carried about him an important sum of 
money, belonging to the Free Corps. From 
Great Zschocher, Komer wrote to a friend 
in Leipsig, who, with the warmest zeal, pro- 
cured him all needful assistance. 
Leipsig then mourned under the French 
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yoke; and the concealment of Lutzow's 
Yagers was forbidden under the heaviest 
penalties. But Eomer's friends were deter- 
red by no danger. One of them possessed a 
garden, through the back door of which, 
partly by water, partly by an unfrequented 
foot-path, there was a way to Great Zscho- 
cher. This was immediately brought into 
service; and by these means, Komer was 
carried, secretly and disguised, into the 
suburbs of Leipsig. He was thus enabled 
to save the military chest in his care, which, 
after the battle of Leipsig, was returned to 
the corps. Without being discovered, he 
obtained here the necessary surgical care; 
and, after five days' nursing, was well able 
to leave Leipsig, and relieve his friends 
there, who had run such risks for him, from 
the anxious watch over his concealment 
The state of his wounds allowed only of 
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short days' journeys; and this increased the 
danger of his discovery, in a country wholly 
oyerrun by the enemy's troops. Carlsbad 
appeared the best place of refuge in that 
neighbourhood. Eomer could there count 
upon a Mendly reception ; and facilities were 
afforded, by this route, for convenient resting 
places by the way, and a secure escape. At 
Carlsbad he found a nurse, and second 
mother, in the Lady of the Bed Chamber, 
Eliza Yon Ber Becke; and in Councilor 
Sulzer, of Ronneburg, a most skilful sur- 
geon for the care of his wound, which was in 
a bad state from travelling. After about 
fourteen days more, he was in a condition to 
leave Carlsbad, and to travel by Silesia to 
Berlin; where he had to pass through the 
necessary forms to enable him to resume his 
former command, before the end of the truce. 
During this last nesidence in Silesia and 
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Berlin, he yet enjoyed many happy hours — 
renewed his former connexions— and was 
here, as in Cartsbad, delighted by proofb of 
the kind attentions of persons whose friendly 
ISselingB were prized by him in the highest 
degree. 

Quite recovered from his wound, and with 
restored strength, Komer hastened once more 
back to his companions in arms; to renew, 
by their side, the suspended contest The 
Free Corps of Lutzow was then posted, with 
the Hanse Legion, and some English troops, 
under General Yon Wallmode, above Ham- 
burg. With a force far Iheir superior, and 
formidably strengthened by Danish allies, 
Davoust menaced all the country jfrom Ham- 
burg to the north of Germany. Hostilities 
were renewed on the 17th of August, and 
LutzoVs troops, forming the outposts, were 
engaged almost every day. Komer wrote at 
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this time,, ** The spirit of the great King, on 
the very day of whose death the strife for 
German Freedom is renewed, will war 
mightily for his people/' In his biyonack-hnt, 
at Buchen, on the Steckniss, he .began, on 
that day, his war-song, " The nation arises, 
war-clonds burst wild."* 

Mi^or Yon Lutzow appointed the 28th of 
August for a part of the cayalry of his Free 
Corps, under his own command, to make an 
excursion upon the rear of the enemy. One 
evening, they reached a post where an enter* 
tainment had been prepared for the French. 
The troops refreshed themselves therewith; 
and, after a halt of about two hours, continued 
their march to a forest not far from Rosen- 
berg; where they waited in ambush for a spy, 
who was to bring them intelligence of the 

• Se« ** Lyre and Sword." 
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nearest road to a badly watched enemy's 
camp, lying at about two hours' march dis- 
tance, which they had determined to attack. 
In the mean time, some KossLks, posted to 
watch on a hill, discerned, about seven o'clock 
the following morning, the approach of a con- 
voy of the enemy's ammunition and provi- 
sions, guarded by two companies of infantry. 
The successful design of cutting them off was 
immediately formed. Major Von Lutzow 
ordered the Kos&ks (100 horse) to attack the 
front; took half the troop to fall upon the 
enem3r's flank, and bade the other half keep 
in reserve to cover the rear. He led the 
flank movement himself; and had Komer, 
as adjutant, at his side. During an hour's 
halt, in the thicket, was written Komer's 
last poem. The Sword Song.* On the dawn- 

• 8ee «< Lyre and Sword." 
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ing of the 26ih August, he wrote it in his 
pocket-hook, and was reading it to a friend, 
just as the call of the hugle sounded. 

On the road from Gadehusch to Schwerin, 
near a grove, ahout half an hour's march to 
the west of Rosenberg, they fell in with the 
enemy. This convoy was stronger than they 
had expected ; but, after a short resistance- 
breaking through the Eosiks, who had not 
closed up fast enough, the French fled across 
a narrow plain, towards some coppices of 
underwood. Amongst those who pursued 
them most boldly was Komer; and here he 
found the noble death which he had so often 
foreboded, and in his songs had prayed for 
with eagerness. 

The enemy's sharp-shooters, who had soon 
found cover in the thickets, sent from them a 
shower of bullets upon Lutzow's advancing 
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Yagers. One of these struck Komer, after 
piercmg nearly through the neck of his gray 
horse. It entered his stomach, wounded the 
liver and the spine, and took from him, in an 
instant, speech and consciousness. His fea- 
tures remained unchanged; and shewed no 
traces of suffering. Nothing was neglected, 
which the nature of the injury permitted to 
be tried for his recovery, after he had been 
raised carefully from the ground.* Gently 
was the body carried into the near forest, 
and given to the care of a skilful surgeon; 
but all human help was in vain. 

The skirmish, which, after this death so 
deeply lamented by all, became desperately 

* Of the two who lint hMtened to his aid, throagh the 
Are at thii momont btialdjr kept ap, one of the hraTett and 
■UMt inspired yoaths who were roosed and roused others 
-to the holy war— the noble Fricsen, followed Korner 
within the half*year. 
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bloody, was soon brought to a close. Lutzow's 
Horse plunged through the thickets upon the 
foe like maddened lions. All that could not 
escape were shot, cut down, or made prisoners. 
The small but heavy loss of this day besides 
Komer, were Count Von Hardenberg * (who 
was an engaging young person of high pro- 
mise), and one of LutzoVs Yagers. 

After the fight came the well deserved care 
of the dead; and the earthly remains of the 
three brave fallen warriors were placed upon 
a waggon, and carried off with the prisoners 
and the captured convoy. The French Troops, 
who soon afterwards hastened to the relief of 
their comrades, dared not disturb the march ; 
until they had consumed all their time in 

* Then serving as volunteer in the Rossian army, and 
in command of the detachment of Ko^ks in this aAUr. 
He bad behaved with much spirit ; and received his death- 
wound not far from Korner* from the same thicket. 
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reconnoitring the forest, where they thought 
much greater forces must be concealed. 

Komer was buried, with all militaiy 
honours, and the strongest signs of reneration 
from his deeply sorrowing brothers-in-arms, 
under an Oak tree,* near a milestone, on the 
road from Lubelowto Dreikrag, near the 
village Wbbbelin, about one mile from Lud- 
wigslust 

Amongst the friends who covered his grave 
with the sod, was a noble youth, full of spirit 
and genius. Yon Barenhorst, who could 

• This ipot, near the Oak, and a sarroundiiig ipace, wen 
giren to the fiither of Kotncr, by the generoeity of his 
Highnesi the Doke of Mecklenborg-Bchwerin. The grare 
is BOW endoeed by walk, planted, and oovered with a 
monument, eait in iron. Here now also reit the earthly 
remains of Emma Sophia Lonisa, his sister— one in heart 
with the noble dead. After the loss ef her dearly beloyed 
brother, a fixed sorrow coosumed her life^ strength, and 
left her only long enough on earth to finish his portrait, 
and the derign for his tomb. 
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not endure the thought of surviTing such a 
death. A few days aflerwaidB, he stood in a 
dangerous post in the fight on the Ghorde. 
With the words *^Komer, I follow thee .'" he 
rushed upon the enemy; and sank to the 
ground, pierced hy a hundred hullets. 
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INSCRIPTION. 



Yours ^- all of you, who yet, with love un- 
shaken, 

On the wild, fearless Lyre, and singer, think; 

Whose forms, whene'er their memories I 
waken, 

Into my soul, with peace and pleasure sink ! 

—Yours is the song! Be my gift gladly 
taken! 

Oft hath my wild heart caused you deep to 
drink* 



• Korn«r merely aUndei here to the (uixietjr his danger 
in war most hare caused hia parenta and friends. See the 
Lifet for his letter enjoining the German army. 
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The cup of bitterness, through hours of 

mourning, 
Yet hath not changed your trust, my lore 

returning. 

Still, still be kind! The German flag is 
flying 

O'er Freedom's camp, high in my Father- 
land; 

And holy roices of our dead are crying, 

** Ye Poets, up ! for German Freedom 
stand!" 

The bold heart asks no more — but, glad 
replying, 

Hears battle's raging music storm at hand ; 

The Lyre is mute — the naked swords are 
ringing; 

Come out, my Sword! thou mayst thy song 
be singing! 
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Loud peals the fight ! Farewell, my own trae- 

hearted ! 
This page hears love's warm greeting home 

to you. 
And oft, light oft, shall speak of the departed, 
Shall to his form keep your kind memories 

true; 
Should I he missed when th' conquerors 

home have started. 
Weep not ^- my happy lot with envy view. 
For what I sang, my lyre-strings freely 

sweeping. 
That hath my sword's free stroke in fight 

heen keeping. 
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ANDREW HOFER'S DEATH. 

1809. 

True didst thou by thine old prince firmly 

stand, 
True wouldst thou thine old land from foes 

have riven; 
To weave with true hearts Freedom's lasting 

band, 
O'er the great Hero-path thou bold hast 

striven. 
And true came round thee brave sons of thy 

land, 
That to their arms the blessing might be 

given: 
Ah ! who may dare . arraign the doom of 

Heaven? 
The fair hope was a day-dream fairly planned ! 
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The alaves of th' Tyrant seize thee, yet in 
dying, 

Still Heayenward, as on Tictoiy, rests thy 
view; 

For Freedom through death's gate most thou 
pursue! 

Thou standst, their levelled muskets calmly 
eyeing; 

They fire — the hullets pierce thy heart- 
strings through, 

And thy free soul from earth to Heaven is 
flying! 
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THE OAK TREES. 

Mil. 



Etbnino is near— the sun's last rays hare 
darted 

O'er the red sky— day's busy sounds wax 
low; 

Beneath yotir shade I seat me, anxious 
hearted, 

Full of high thoughts and manhood's youth- 
Ail glow: 

Ye true old witnesses of times departed I 

StUl are ye decked in young life's greenest 
show; 

The strong old days — the past world's forms 
of power— 

Still in ybur pride of strength before us tower ! 
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Much that was noble, Time hath been de- 
filing! 

Much that was fair, an early death hath died ! 

Still through yourleaf-crown glimmer8,faintly 
smiling, 

The last departing glow of eyentide ! 

Careless ye view the Fates wide ruins piling — 

In vain time menaces your healthy pride. 

And Toices whisper, through your branches 
sighing, 

^ All that is great must triumph over 
dying!" 

Thus have ye triumphed ! O'er what droops 
decaying, 

Green, firesh, and strong, ye rear your lusty 
heads: 

No weary pilgrim, through the forest straying. 

But /ests him in the shade your branch- 
work spreads; 
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£*en when your leaves are dead, each light 

wind playing 
On the glad earth their predoos trihute 

sheds; 
Thus, o'er your roots, your fallen children 

sleeping, 
Hold all your next spring glories in sure 

keeping ! 

Fair Images of true old German feeling ! 
As it shewed in my country's better days. 
When, fearlessly with life's-blood fireedom 

sealing, 
Her sons died, glad the holy wall to raise ! 
Ah ! what avails our common grief revealing ! 
On every heart a hand of death it lays; 
My German Land! thou noblest under heaven! 
Thine Oak-trees stand — Thou down to 

earth art driven ! 
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ON RAUCH'S BUST OF QUEEN 
LOUISA.W 

' 1818. 

Thou sleepst so soft!-— stUl life's fair Tisions 
over 

Each tranquil feature breathe once more in 
seeming; 

Thy clear mild eyes, just closed in peace- 
ful dreaming, 

With scarcely folded wings light slumbers 
cover: 

Thus slumber on, till thy Land's sons, re- 
deeming 

God's favour, gladly give life to recover 

Their freedom — when upon each lull bright 
hover 

The beacons; and their rusted swords are 
gleaming — 
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Through night and death deep the Land's 

hosts are driven. 
Thus, through hard fight alone the boon is 

given 
That our sons £reemen live in earth and 

Heaven! 
When thy land calls on thee, just vengeance 

taldng; 
Rise, German Wife ! when Freedom's mom 

is breaking—- 
For the good cause a guardian Angel 

waJdng! 
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ON THE BATTLE-FIELD OF 
ASPERN. 

1812. 

Battle-plain! where death's fierce Angel 
rerelled, 

Where, by German strength, our foe was 
levelled, 

Holy spot ! thee with glad song I hail ! 

Thou sawst the proud French Eagles trem- 
bling scattered, 

Sawst the mad wretches' iron armour shat- 
tered. 

Before whom half a world did crouch and 
quail. 

And you, ye Hero Shades! ye blest here 
falling! 

From whose eyes did victory's thunders dart. 
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(On you, 'midst yuur Elysian Spring-tide, 

calling) — 
I bid share my full jubilee of heart 

Woe, brothers! that when there the combat 
found ye, 

I was afar! when conquering Freedom 
crowned ye, 

I, spite of youth and ^strength, was missing 
there! 

Happy were ye, for whom that day's fight 
planted 

Full wreaths of lasting laurels, proudly 
granted. 

For your conquering Fatherland to wear;— 

Dark and tearful as the grave's deep mourn- 
ing, 

Brooded over Germany Fate's might. 

When, with comfort, as a star clear burning, 
Broke this day of gloiy through our night 

H 
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Sunbeam, 'midst dark years of gloomy sorrow, 
Thy ifays, with true promise of the morrow, 
Brightly q{ a prouder day-spring tell ; 
From the Baltic to the Danube over. 
All our Fatherland's wide borders cover 
Voices of thee, whereat our bosoms swelL 
Our household feasts — songs by child-lisp- 

ings aided, 
Over the wine-cup Charles and Aspem 

sound; 
No, Germany, thou art not yet degraded ! 
Yet is thy triumph-day, thy Hero found. 

So long as German streams sound, lightly 

leaping; 
So long as German songs sound, measure 

keeping; 
To these dear names shall love and honor 

cling: 
Whatever time may crush, and years may 

shiver, 
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Deep graven on our hearts are they for erer ; 
Charles and Aspem every voice shall fiing. 
Winds may strew the fallen heroes' ashes. 
Who, in their noble death-pile yonder lie ; 
Yet the flame>track of their glory flashes 
Up to the shrine of immortality. 

Bat not, as they are judged by after ages, 
The eternal voice of Histoiy*s muse engages, 
To clear our times from heavy fault and 

blame: 
Songs to embahn the noble dead are given; 
Where are our pyramids to touch the heaven, 
And stand their lasting monuments of fame I 
Upon their battle-plains our fathers loudly 
Hallowed some towering oak's gigantic height; 
And to their sons Arminius'* column loudly 
Told of their victory in the Roman's fight 

* AU the gloiSM of Roman Pride could not obieore in 
their annale the glory of this noble Oerman, who* like the 
African Heroi is said to have died by poison.— Siee Tacit. An. 
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Where, at ThermopylaB, the blood-stained 

yalley, 
Saw the few Oreeks against a myriad rally, 
The rock bears, graven by some brother's 

hand, 
" Go, tell our childless fathers, here are lying 
Sparta's brave sons; who, on this mountain 

dying. 
Gave up their lives to save their Father- 

. land! "— 
Centuries have past since they to dust were 

crumbled. 
Yet, with triumphant voice, engraven here. 
Though every marble's holy shaft is humbled, 
This rock calls flying Ages back to hearf 

And thus, the tempest's ruin-stroke defying. 
Of their heroic deeds — their brave here dying, 
Of Sparta's thanks, all coming times they 
tell. 
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Great was Greece by Spartan heroes guarded, 
Yet far greater when she these rewarded, 
Sons who for her Freedom fighting fell! 
God bestows eternal crowns in Heaven, 
Still the mortal craves whilst here to shine; 
Earthly gauds alone by earth are given. 
And the olive branch his wreath must twine. 

Therefore, loudly tell our sons the story. 
How too Germany rewards with glory 
Proudly all her fallen Hero-band : 
Let their death the living rouse, by shewing 
That for no thankless land our blood is 

flowing; 
l^ve thou this, my German Fatherland! 
Be they by thy bards in song loud praised, 
And with mighty hand pile stone on stone; 
That thy towering pyramids, high raised. 
Worthily lament each fallen son ! 
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Yet dream not—- though triumphal wreaths 

thou twinesty 
Though thou their holy buiial ground en- 

shrinest 
'Neath thy pantheon's golden yanlted pile — 
Dream not, proud Nation ! thy huge marble 

chancel 
The bond of thy deep debt of thanks can 

cancel: 
Thy shrine but honoureth thyself the while. 
Only th' eternal brings eternal glory^ 
Earth's pomps all fade to empty nothingness; 
What Time can break and crush— all mortal 

story, 
Is to Eternity than meanness less. 

But, Germany ! thine honour's yoice is calling ; 
As thou wouldst keep thy Freedom's shrine 

from falling, 
Which thy forefathers bmlt in strength and 

pride; 
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Prore thyself worthy of the great departed, 
Be, as of old, my Germany, true-hearted. 
Thou pride of maa — thou fearless hero's bride ! 
Let no cold forms, my torpid land, press o'er 

thee; 
Warm and finee-souled, as was of old thy name, 
Upon the field, where Eagles sank before thee, 
Pil6 up thy lasting monument of fame. 

Look but surrounding foreign nations oyer. 
How their rewards a gallant work shall coyer — 
How marbles in their temples gleam around; 
Each conquest o'er the sphere of hidden 

knowledge 
Claims its pantheon in some spacious college; 
The daring artisfs head is justly crowned. 
But where 's the height of glory under Heayen 
Which doth this yictory of the braye exceed? 
Treasure and life for land and freedom giTen*— 
Can this be matched with any meaner deed? 
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Therefore, my Land, arise! the summons 

hearing, 
Austria awake, the fallen braye reyering! — 
And each who boasts a German, free descent. 
Let him, his tribute proud and glad bestowing. 
Build o'er thdr grayes, their country's honour 

shewing. 
The mighty Heroes' lasting monument — 
So that far centuries hence shall learn the 

story. 
When of our times few wrecks the gulph 

affords. 
This fight won the German people 

OLORT, 

The German people's thanks tha 
stone records. 
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LONG LIVE THE HOUSE OF 
AUSTRIA! 

ON THE NEWS OF THE BATTLE OF ASPEBN. 

1812. 



Still is the nightr— the whole earth dreams; 
Pale shine through clouds the cold moon- 
heams. 

Why liest thou, World, so dumh, so waste, 
Why lurking like the false waves' rest? 
Through thy wide realms void silence thrills, 
A shuddering calm the heart* s-blood chills. 
As thou.wouldst raise, with trembling sorrow. 
The bloody curtain from to-morrow — 
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Tet in the camp all slumber deep ; 
Stars gleam, now seen, now disappearing; 
Scarce breathes the stilly death-like sleep: 
Oh, let the world this fair dream keep! 
'Tis murdered by the day fast nearing. 
The east grows grey—- the night-clondsbreak — 
Thank God ! the mom is fairly wake ! 

Thank God ! the new day dawneth bright ! 

Once more we gaze upon sunlight; 

How many, standing lusty yet. 

Shall never see this sunrise set ! 

How many a heart's quick pulses beat, 

Keen for the fight, with eager heat; 

And ere one little hour is rounded, 

How many a heart's last throb has sounded ! 

The Sun comes out — ^the night-mist rends, 
A hum of prayer to God ascends. 

Now the world stirs with busy sound. 
In the bright field aims flash around ; 
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Mark, with free tread, yon brave youth come— 
He looks back o'er his father's home ; 
His heart grows full of boding care, 
Which draws him, sad, to Heaven in prayer : 
Then his deep-stirring memories stray 
To her, his loved one far away. 
And how she wept when forced to part. 
Till sorrow strongly swells his heart; 
Blest days, ere war their love did sever ! 
He feels that parting was for ever. 

The sun mounts : peals the morning gun! 
Loud cheering troops to fight march on. 

** See our St Stephen* o'er us beaming, 
And the French Eagles yonder gleaming; 
On, brothers! — Sternly pierce the fight! 
Those Eagles must be ours ere nig^t: 

* The itaeple of St. Stephen's cathedrali in Vienna, in 
▼iew of irliich thia battle wia fongfat. 
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Farewell, farewell, loved ones, I leave you ! 
Weep not — no shame for me shall grieve 
you.** 

Waves of fight rage — ^lond death resounds ! 
Wide gape the blood-red fiery wounds ! — 

^On! Follow me! There fame flies bright ! 
For all your holiest things you fight !" 
And round him, and behind him, raves 
Mad Death on battle's stormy waves : 
Crushed man and horse together lie. 
Still " Follow ! follow !" peals his cry ! 
There sings a bullet through his heart. 
He reels — ^his bursting eyestrings part; 
Yet, in his last sick strife with death, 
He, gathering short his scanty breath. 
As dropping to the ground he dies, 
''Long live the house of Austria !" cries. 

The Eagle sinks — our flag waves on ! 
Joy to my land I — the field is won ! 
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TO THE VICTOR AT ASPERN. 

ON BENDING fflM TH£ TWO FOBEGOINO POEMS. 

1812. 



What hath awakened my hand all wildly to 

sweep o'er fhe lyre-strings, 
What into my young heart, deeply, with 

ecstacy, sank; 
This inspiriting soul's storm slumbers not; 

only there fail me. 
Not feelings thrilling my breast, merely the 

words for their thrilL 
Many indeed would be mute now, because 

our times compel silence. 
And our tyrannous days driye out the spirit 

of joy : 
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But let me see the times, the days, that can 

cha4n me down icy, 
Cold and collected in thought, when through 

me ecstacies thrill : 
When all my Gennan heart's-pride stirs, 

honoring Germany's heroes. 
Who upon victory's shrine bright sparks have 

kindled, and flame. 
Thus am I carried along; then I seize on 

my lyre, loudly singing 
All that the strings find with voice, what else 

my heart had concealed : 
Let the brave Hero forgive and accept the 

poor skill of the singer, 
Whose erring courage has dared waken the 

loftiest themes. 
Just as the rage of the Storm joys in thunder- 
clouds, crashing the oak-trees — 
But lightly passes the rush murmuring away 

to his blast 
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ON THE MUSIC W OF PRINCE LOUIS 
FERDINAND. 

1818. 



I HEAB uncertain melodies deep sounding — 

Proudly in my full heart their echoes swell; 

Within my inmost soul I feel them hounding; 

Of all my Fatherland's keen wounds they 
tell; 

My spirit with their fresh-plumed wings sur- 
rounding; 

They struggle heayenwaids with their stormy 
spell; 

Yet can they only bear a doubtAil yearning, 

Not my vexed soul from th' land of tearful 
mourning. 
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Still by this life's strong grasp the bard 's 

detained, 
His soul in Stygian wave hath dipped her 

wing; 
Hath lost the power to soar with flight un- 
chained; 
No greeting kiss can sainted Spirits bring : 
Still in the earth-sprite's hand a prey detained, 
Battling with dust and every earthly thing, 
Yet in strong flights of thought, his muse 

hath risen. 
And bleeding, burst by force her earthly 
prison. 

As a Bacchante, then by rage he is driven ; 
Wild lightning melodies around him flow; 
Bright flame-flowers from the hand of Death 

are riven. 
And trod cold 'neath his feet, ere well they 

blow. 
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When their crushed wrecks the last pale 

sparks haye given; 
Still hrare and proudly soaring, would he 

glow, 
But falls at last, from spasms all death-like 

shrinking, 
In the old combat with the centaur sinking. 

Now hast thou won the field, wild Spirit- 
rover! 

Thy night melts in the ruddy morning ray ! 

The hours of thy stem trial-fight are over; 

Empty the cup, which on thee Fate did lay. 

Life and Art wove the crown thy brow to 
cover. 

Which on thy locks Death pressed with heavy 
sway; 

Thy burial-stone may Time in anger shiver. 

Yet shall the laurels there grow palms for 
ever! 
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And, not in vain thou long'dst with mournful 

striving) 
When in thy soul clear day nighf s place. 

did gain; 
As thy heart, in her boldest victory riving, 
Lay cold and bleeding on the battle plain; 
In death, she burst free from the storms of 

living, 

In death, the harp-stroke freed itself again; 

And blessed sons of Heaven, proud conquest 
bringing, 

Up-bore thee to the free land of its singing! 
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MY FATHERLAND. 

I81S. 

Where is the Foef s Fatherland? 
Where fires of spirits high were glowing; 
Where flower-crowns for the fair were grow- 
ing; 
Where manly hearts, glad freedom knowing. 
Burned for all holy things to stand : 
There was my Fatherland ! 

Which is the Foef s Fatherland f 
Now, with her children's corpses ronnd her, 
She weeps beneath the foe that bound her; 
The land o' th' oak you once had found her. 
Mine own free land ! the German land, 
That was my Fatherland ! 
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Why weeps the Poet's Fatherland I 
Because her people's nobles, quaking 
At a mad wretch's wrath outhreaking. 
Crouch, all their holy tows forsaking; 
Because her cries no ear command; 
This weeps my Fatherland ! 

Whom calls the Poefs Fatherland? 
She calls upon the gods uncaring, 
With the hot tear-floods of despairing, 
For Freedom — for a saviour daring. 
For the avenger's scourging hand; 
These calls my Father-land ! 

What will the Foetus Fatherland? 
Her loe's slave-host she yet will shatter, 
Will from her soil the blood-hounds scatter, 
She will have firee sons gazing at her. 
Or dig them free graves in her sand ; 
This will my Fatherland! 
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And hopes the Poefs Fatherland? 
In her just cause she hopes onahaken; 
Hopes her trae sons will yet awaken, 
Hopes in God's vengeance, tfaoagh forsaken. 
And her avenger forth shall stand ! 
This hopes my Fatherland ! 



MOSCOW. ^' 

X 4 

181& 

How thy church domes swell yonder, amply 
rounded! 

How sun-gleams o'er each golden palace 
hover ! 

The eye, delighted, can no rest discover ; 

On every side 'midst varied pomps con- 
founded — 
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Sudden, o'er all, by. flame the sight is 

bounded *-> 
With their own hands thy dtizens do coyer 
All their own roofs with blazing fire-brands 

over; 

A crackling ring of fires hath thee sur- 
rounded! 

Let none but fools condemn, this ruin know- 
ing: 

Churchesybe crushed ! ye palaces, melt glow- 
ing! 

The Russian Phoenix life i'th' flames is 
throwing ! 

Yet, with bright glories firom his fire-crown 

taken. 
In the free youth's proud glance shall he 

awaken; 
And conquering St George his lance hath 

shaken ! 
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HYMN, 

FOR THE SOLEMN CONSECBATION OF THE 

PBUBBIAN FBEE COBP8.* 

181S. 

Here meet we in God's holy walls. 
Bold through our trust unbroken; 
Forth to the fight our duty calls, 
And burning heaxts have spoken; 
For what to fields of conquest leads. 
From God himself that fire proceeds; 

Giye our Lord all the glory ! 

Whate'er the battle's dangers are, 
Our trust the Lord is solely; 
For duty and our rights we war, 
And for our country holy; 

« gang in the Church at BochaOf in Siletis, S9d May, 1818. 
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Then, if we save our Fatherland, 
The Lord hath done this through our hand. 
Gire our Lord aU the glory ! 

Thus the mad, fearless oyerflow 

Of tyranny is hroken; 

Thus, to all hearts, hath Freedom's glow 

In holy fire-tongues spoken. 

Then on! through storms of battle grim, 

God is with us, and we with Him ! 

Give our Lord all the glory ! 

By Him with fame's thirst roused, have all 

Arms for the just cause taken; 

To every breast hath come His call, 

lip ! — German people, waken ! 

He leads, were 't even, through death our way. 

Up to His Freedom's morning ray :(Q 

Give our Lord all the glory ! 
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COMFORT. 

A BOUND. 
18IS. 



As we all trae together stand, 
With pure, anblenching blood, 
This hour, which consecrates our band, 
Stirs my young heart's proud flood. 
It diiyes me fiercely into song, 
While the wild haip-strings thrill, 
A bold word in my heart swells strong— 
I speak out, come what wUl ! 

Our times are bad — ^mean the world's worth- 
The best around us die ; 
But one huge coffin is the earth. 
Where Strength and Freedom lie. 
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Yet, courage ! though the Tyrant's heel 
Our German hearths may tread, 
In many a heart, mute, true as steel. 
Yet the good seed shall spread ! 

Scared by War-fortune's changing face. 

And Fame, blood-red firom fight. 

To the soul's hidden sacred place. 

The timid Arts take flight : 

Where once their temples stood, though waste 

Now every valley lies. 

Yet still, in each pure, humble breast. 

Their shrines eternal rise. 

Yet Friendship's faith*-yet Duty's call 

With holy truth we hear; 

See, yon wide torrent's raging fall — 

Thou callst — I know no fear; 

Though, broad to th' douds, before me deep, 

Though star-high over me. 

Yet, by my God! my oath I keep; 

Strike in ! I follow thee ! 



\ 
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Still the wife's innocence and love 

Remain onr chiefest good; 

Where our sires* German customs prove 

The German youth's brave blood ; 

Still holy scorn smites scoffs, that try 

To break this sacred charm; 

Who for his loved one dares not die, 

Him yet no kisses warm. 

And thou, Religion ! seest not all 

Thy holy flames decay; 

What springs from endless love ne*er shall 

Time-fashioned pass away. 

The consecrated shrines we know 

Still by the blood washed pure — 

Sinners have struck our crosses low, 

Yet stands our faith secure. 

The spirit of our Fatherland 
Yet soars on eagle-wings ; 
Yet lives the soul to arm a hand. 
Which loose all fetters flings; 
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As all, who here together stand, 
Deep lore and pleasure fill — 
So meet we, when throughoat our land 
The beal-smoke tips each hill ! 

Courage, stout hearts, hold Brotherhood ! 

Near is our yengeance-day; 

When, firom the earth, with their own blood. 

We wash our foes away. 

And Thou, in thy free morning breath, 

To whom our hymn-prayers plead. 

Lead us, our God, eyen were 't through death, 

Thy Host to victory lead ! 
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THROUGH !Cn \ 



A Mai) which bore an arrow darting from a cload» with the 
inacription ** Through I ** gave occasion to this poem. 

1818. 



How 'midst dark glories dwelling, 
Yon wreaths of mist are blent; 
Clouds, in black masses swelling, 
Coyer the firmament — 
And forth the fire-ball dashes 
From their deep gloomy womb; 
The forked flame out-flashes; 
Forth the fierce thunders boom ! 

Before the enraged Boom-giver, 
There sinner-crowds kneel down ; 
'^ Jehorah, Lord! deliver 
My peaceful field alone ; 
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Destroy the nation wholly, 
Root out all men that are, 
Be but MY life saved solely, 
My child, my house but spare ! " 

Oh, in the dust down lying. 
Ye cowards, crouch and pray ! 
That God, on lightnings flying. 
You in your fear may slay ! 
The bell, which calls your people 
To prayer amidst the storm ; 
But lures down, towards each steeple. 
The flame -clouds big with harm. 

Another crowd arraying. 
Close to this death, their band— 
With gleaming arms displaying 
War's dreadful splendour stand; 
How they, all calmly gazing, 
Move onwards, without fear — 
Confront the lightning blazing, 
Still nearer and more near ! 
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Why loitering thus for ever? 
Nought saye bold deed helps here 
The serpent's head to shiver, 
Without one thrill of fear. 
Will shields save you from falling? 
They 'd ward an earthly stroke, 
But, on the lightning calling. 
They God's revenge invoke ! 

Courage! glad victory's riven 
Only from fiercest fight! 
Through the black cloud-mass driven, 
Mark you yon arrow's flight? 
Through will it! through! it parted 
From th' bow-string deeply drawn — 
Through hath the arrow darted, 
It swims i' th' sim's dear dawn. 

Through, Brothers ! Through ! Be sounded 
This word 'midst fight and pain ; 
The mean to earth is bounded, 
The noble Heaven shall gain ! 
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Shall the slough quench our daring ? 
Who fears the fire-cloud*s brand? 
Heed not the lightning flaring, 
Through ! there 's our Fatherland ! 



PARTING FROM VIENNA.* 

18IS. 

Fake WELL ! farewell ! sadly and heavy- 
hearted 

I look my last, and follow duty's call; 

Tears of themselves fast to my eyes have 
started — 

Why string my nerves? no shame to let 
them fall. 

• Though this is the German tiUe»**^ Partmgfrcm mjf 
Beloved in Fienmh^ better explains the poem. 



» 
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Whether for paths of peace from thee I hare 
parted — 

Or yictoiy's crown crushed by death's, blood- 
stained pall. 

Still thy dear forms of grace, when absent, 
oyer 

My soul, by love and longing riven, will 
hoTer. W 

My guardian Genii! Be my life's boon 

given! 
Mistake my soul not in her earnest flight! 
Seize the true aim for which she hath ever 

striven, 
As in the song, so in the sword's stem fight! 
Not idle dreams have thronged her chosen 

heaven. 
Or shed around my lyre their meteor light; 
To die for freedom and my land they burned, 
Let me but win the crown for which they 

yearned ! 

K 
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Far lighter toil weaves wreaths for him yet 

dwelling 
'Midst songs, whose streams wifh fiery yalottr 

flow; 
In the right cause the rig^t heart heats f^ad 

swelling; 
—But, for the Art nnrsed in my youth's hot 

glow, 
(Eyen with life's warmest hlood my strong 

love telling) 
To win a Fatherland * in fight I go ; 
Yet one more kiss! — were this the last for 

ever, 
No power of Death our endless lore can 

sever! 

* See « The Poef i F»therUnd.» 
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WAR-CALL. 

I81S. 

Arise, my Land ! the signal fires are waking; 

In thy Foe's heart be the steel buried deep : 

Out from the North Freedom's pure light is 
breaking, 

Arise, my Land ! the signal fires are waking ; 

The grun is ripe — reapers, throw off your 
sleep! 

Thy last, best help in thy drawn swoids out- 
flashes. 

Press O with true heart upon the foemen's 
spear ! 

Make way for Freedom ! shed thy blood which 
washes 

The earth, thy German soil, from slavery clear. 
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This is no wax of kings for crowns contend- 
ing: 

This is a war of th' cross, a holy war! 

Thy virtue, laws, rights, conscience, faith 
defending. 

Which the mad Tyrant from thy breast was 
rending — 

Win Freedom's fight, and these all saved are ! 

" Rise V* cry the tears, from hoary heads shed 
on thee; 

The straw-roofed cot corses the robber-brood; 

Thy daughters' shame for vengeance caUs 
upon thee; 

The murders of thy sons cry loud for blood ! 

Be hushed the lyre — for swords be plough- 
shares taken; 
Let fall the chisel — stop the loom's quick play; 
Leave all thy courts, thy palaces forsaken ! 
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He, in whose name thy banners shall be 

shaken, 
Bids all His people come in war's array. 
Thus a great altar shalt thou build Him, 

yonder 
In His eternal Freedom's moming-ied, 
Cleaying the sawn rocks with thy sword 

asunder, 
Thy temple founding on thy Hero-dead! 

What mourn you, wives? Why, girls, are 

your tears flowing — 
For whom the Lord armed not the sword's 

true steel; 
When we rush forth, with eager transport 

glowing. 
Amidst your spoilers' host our young limbs 

throwing — 
That you the fight's bold pleasure cannot feel? 
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God's altan faring yoa peace — the gates of 

Heayen; 
He gaye the wounded to yoor tender care; 
The pure, fair conqoeat of the good is giyen^ 
By Him, in mercy, to yonr hearts' deep 

prayer. 

Fray! that the ancient strength our arms 
attending, 

We stand, the olden Land of yictory's might; 

Call on the slain, our German cause de- 
fending; 

Call them as Spirits, righteous yengeance 
sending! 

Call them good Angels of the conquering 
right! 

Louisa, waft blest aid thy husband oyer! 

Shade of our Ferdinand, our columns head ! 

All ye free German Hero-spirits, hoyer 

Over us, o'er us — our conq'ring banners lead ! 
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Heaven is thy help, my Land! Hell shall 

not thrall thee ! 
High beats thy heart, thy lusty oaks tower 

high! 
Up! my braye Country, up! hear Freedom 

call thee ! 
Why should the grave-hills o'er thy dead 

appal theef 
High o'er them give thy free flag to the sky. 
Then shalt thou rest, my Land, in conquest 

glorious. 
All proudly crowned by Fortune, as of old; 
Forget not thy true dead, when thus victorious, 
But bid the oaken wreath our uims enfold ! 
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THE PRUSSIAN FRONTIER-EAQLE. 

1818. 



I HAIL ihy blessed flight on pinions sounding, 
Of victoiy s omens to my heart glad giver — 
On! noble Eagle! clouds before thee sever — * 
Sweep, with revenge, graves of thy dead sur- 
rounding. 
A slave's rein checks the Horse f once fineely 

bounding; 
I see the Rue Flower's j: pride turn pale and 

shiver; 
Beneath strange blows the crouching Lions § 
quiver; 

* See ** Thrwiffh" in the foregoing Poem*. 
t The Anne of Lanebeig. 
t The Anni of Suumy. 
4 The Anna of Holland. 
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Thou only in bold flight spreadst wings re- 
sounding! 
Soon shall I join thy sons in anns abiding, 
Soon shall I meet thee on the battle riding, 
Out onward march to Freedom's yictory 

guiding. 
Whatever the Minstrel's fate be writ in heayen, 
Joy to him! if the boon his sword hath 

striyen 
To win — a free land for his graye, be giyen ! 
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' TO THE QUEEN LOUISA. 

181S. 



Hear, Holy One belored, thy children 

kneeling 
In feirent prayer around thy throne of light ! 
Again canst thou look down with kindred 

feeling, 
Blest Angel, weep no more ! we wake to fight 
The Prussian Eagle flies — Her trumpet 

pealing 
Calls thy glad people to defend the right; 
Thou seest none falter >— each with Freedom 

chooses 
His death, and Slavery's offered life refuses. 
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Yet did we rieep, in coward sloth detained, 
Till by thy Spirit called towards thee to rise; 
To an unworthy time thy life was chained, 
And for revenge implored thy mournful eyes : 
Thus thou for us the German soul regained. 
Look down ! thy land ensUTed no longer lies: 
How true and brave all hearts onoe more are 

burning! 
Call us again thine own to anns letuming! 

And as, of old, quick valorous strength to 

waken, 
A holy Image, to the righteous war. 
To guard the banners of the host, was taken — 
An Oriflamme, that bore heaven's aid afar. 
So shall thy form float, when our flag is 

shaken. 
To victory,through the night, our leading star, 
Louisa, guardian Saint, our cause defending ! 
Louisa be our watchword, vengeance sending- 
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Thus when, against the hounds in battie 

beating, 
AQ fearlessly we rash their ranks within. 
Were even a thousand flames around us 

meeting— 
Should even a thousand deaths our columns 

thin— 
One look upon thy Flag our onset greeting, 
We stand all finn — ^and victoiy surely win! 
Whilst him thou gently bearst to thy bright 

Heaven, 
Who life for virtue, truth, and right hath 

given! 
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YAGER'S SONG. 

18IS. 



Up, np, ye Yagers, brisk and free! 
From ih' wall your carabines hand ! 
The brare men force the world to yield ! 
Up, on the foe ! Up, to the field ! 
For onr German Fatherland ! 

From west and north, from south and east, 
Reyenge our storm drives o'er; 
From Oder, Weser, Main's wave-shine. 
From the broad Elbe, from Father Rhine, 
And from the Danube's shore. 

Yet meet we all here Beothees true. 
This swells our hearts' bold flood; 
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One speech knits close our holy band. 
One God joins us — one Fatherland, 
One tme-souled German blood. 

We have not left our fathers' homes, 
By thirst of plunder led ! 
Against an odious Tyrant's might 
We gladly dare the thickest fights— 
For this, our blood 's well shed. 

And you who lore us may He guard. 
The Lord who Freedom gives ! 
We buy the blessing with our blood, — 
All cheaply won — our highest good ! 
Even with a thousand lives. 

Then, my bold Yagers, brisk and free. 
Though the loved girls' tears flow, 
In the just war God is our shield ! 
Victory or death ! Up to the field ! 
Up, Brothers, on the foe ! 
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SONG OF THE BLACK YAGERS. 

isia. 

To th' field, to th* field ! Hear yengeful spirits 
crying, 

Up, Germans, to the war! (bis) 

To th' field! to th' field! On high our stand- 
ards flying 

Victory's sure leaders are. (bis) 

• Small is our Host, but great is our reliance 
On God, our righteous guard ! 
All arts of hell fhey mock with proud defiance 
Whom His blest Angels ward. 

No quarter! Can you not the sword raise 

fairly* 
No shame to choak their breath ; 
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And sell your last life-drops in slaughter 

dearljy 
We all are fireed by death. 

Still grief for valour- slain our yengeance 

dresses; 
Black mourning clothes we wear ; 
Should any ask you what this red expresses, 
The Frenchman's blood is there. 

God with us ! o'er the foes' heaped corpses 

gorj 
The star of peace shall beam ; 
Then plant we the white mark of victory's 

glory 
Along the Rhine's firee stream. 



145 



HEDWIG'S WELL, NEAR JAUER. 



1813. 



How shall I speak what in my breast hath 

striven? 
How joy and sorrow bear, quick changes 

proving. 
My softened heart to days of happy loving, 
In which tears had not yet their poison given i 
Who hath bound in with sorrow my free 

Heaven? 
Who dared to fetter thus my spirit's roving. 
The minstrel to war's crimes by force re- 
moving? 
Who hath my tree of peace thus foully riven ? 

L 
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What! hath not mine own hand the sword 

fast strained. 
That to my German soil, by blood free rained, 
Youth for a holy work, and life, he gained? 

There speaks a God, in these waves' mur- 
murs dwelling, 

** Strength must have way, the rocky heart 
o'er-swelling. 

And from the deeps of death springs life 
pure welling." 
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LAST COMFORT.* 

1818. 

Why bend ye your brows thus dark with 

fright — 
Why gaze ye thus wildly out on the night, 
Ye free souls of manly daring? 
Now howls fhe storm, now roars the Sea — 
Now trembles the Earth as a shaken tree; 
We hide not the peril we 're sharing. 

Hell rages with hotter fury now, 
AU vainly much noble blood did flow. 
Yet triumph the wicked before us. 
But the yengeanoe of Heaven shaU leach 
them still— 

* On the retreat of the allied armies acroM the Elbe. 
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Not idly the blood-streaks our night-clouds 

fiU, 
For the red dawn of day shall spread o'er us. 

And, if courage and strengUi were tasked 

before, 
Now let all our ought be gathered once more — 
The ship sinks in port, if forsaken ! 
Arouse thee, our youth! now the Tiger is 

near — 
To thy arms, our Landsturm,* thy time 's now 

here— 
My People, yet sleeping, awaken ! 

And we here in arms together met, 
Who boldly on death open eyes hare set ; 
All our rights will we have, none abating: 
We will save our freedom, our Fatherland $ 
Or gladly die with the sword in hand, 
Both slavery and tyrants hating. 

• See Komor*! Ufet page 85, for a note on this word. The 
Landstnrm is a general leTy» en matte, of the people* for 
the national defence. 
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With Freedom lost, Life can have no worth — 
What avails to us a wide, boundless earth, 
With no Fatherland's holy keeping ? 
Our Fatherland freed we once more will see. 
Or go to our Fathers, the happy, the free ! 
Aye— happy and free in death sleeping ! 

Then howl, thou storm, then roar, thou sea! 
Then tremble, thou earth, like a shaken tree ! 
Our souls shall ye chain not — though reeling, 
The earth may beneath us in ruin faU, 
Yet free will we live and die through all. 
Our bond with life's last blood sealing ! 
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BAND.SONG BEFORE FIGHT.* 

181S. 

Dooming deafh, by omenB clouded. 

Now just dawns the awiiil day; 

And the blood>red Sun, mist-Bhrouded, 

Coldly lights our blood-stained way. 

In the next hon/s lap tamed oyer, 

All a world's mixed fortunes Ue; 

Now the drawn lots doubtful hoyer, 

Now is thrown the iron die — 

Brothers ! you are warned by the fast break- 
ing morning, 

Each hour of your holiest bond is deep 
warning; 

Joined, true in death as in life, be your tie ! 

* On the 12th Mmy, 1813, the morning of the hattle of 
Dmnneberg. 
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Night behind us gray gloom stretches, 
O'er disgrace, dishonour's stroke; 
O'er the wrongs of foreign wretches, 
Who have crushed the German Oak : 
Our Land's speech have they disgraced; 
Thrown our temples to the ground; 
As the pledge our honour's placed, 
German brothers, f^ree the bound ! 
Brothers, Beyenge flames! your lifted hands 

pleading 
Join, from the Heavens holy vengeance down 

leading! 
Free be our long-lost FaUadium found ! 

Hope, before us, clear hath given, 
In the future, golden days; 
Open stands a perfect Heaven, 
Bright with Freedom's happy rays; 
German arts— Lyres German singing, 
Woman's beauty. Love's blest reign- 
All that 's noble back are bringing. 
All that 's fair shall meet again! 
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But first we are called to a terrible daring, 
Life and our blood mustweyenture unsparing, 
Only life offered the bliss can obtain. 

Now, with God, the venture daring. 

Firmly joined we tempt our fate ; 

To His altar our hearts bearing, 

There, opposing death we wait 

Fatherland! for thee life giving, 

At thy high command we bleed, 

To our loved, a last gift, leaving 

The dear soil our blood hath freed. 

GrowV Freedom, broad in the German Oak 

spreading! 
Grow o'er our corpses, to heaven their height 

leading! 
Fatherland, hear us, our holy oath heed ! 

For one instant, tender-hearted. 
Back upon the loved-one look ; 
Leave the flower of gladness parted. 
Which the poisonous south- wind broke. 
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If your eye the moist grief cover, . 
No disgrace is in the tear; 
To her waft one last Id^ over, 
Trust her then with God, nor fear ! 
Eveiy lip now in prayer for us pleading. 
Every heart now by us crushed and bleeding, 
Guardian and Comforter, great God, be near ! 

Bravely now the battle meeting. 

Eye and heart up-tum to th' light; 

From our view the earth is fleeting — 

Heaven arises on our sight 

Man yourselves, each German brother! 

Let each nerve a hero swell ! 

In Heaven true hearts meet each other— 

To this world a last farewell! 

Hark! now the fight peals in thunder before 

us! 
On, brothers, on ! through the fire raining 

o'er us ! 
In a happier world shall meet all who here fell. 
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PRAYER DURING FIGHT. 

1818. 

Father, I call on Thee! 

Clonds of the cannon smoke round me are 

wreathing, 
Thmiders in hissing flames round me are 

breathing, 
Guider of battles, I call on Thee ! 
Father, oh, lead Thou me! 

Father, oh, lead Thou me ! 
Lead me in victory, lead me in dying : 
Lord, I acknowledge Thy hand on me lying; 
Lord, as Thou wiliest, thus lead Thou me. 
God, I acknowledge Thee ! 

God, I acknowledge Thee ! 

In falling murmurs the Autunm leaves under, 

As in the storm of the fight's pealing thunder. 
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Fountain of Grace, I acknowledge Thee ! 
Father, oh, bless Thou me ! 

Father, oh, bless Thou me ! 
My life I tmst to thee. Father in Heaven, 
Thou canst retake it. Thou hast it given ; 
In life and in death, oh, bless Thou me ! 
Father, all praise to Thee ! 

Father, all praise to Thee ! 
We for no riches of earth axe contending, 
All that is holy our swords are defending; 
Then dying, conquering, still praise we Thee ! 
God, oh, dispose of me ! 

God, oh, dispose of me ! 

When death's loud thunder my last breath is 

hailing! 
When in my open veins life-blood is fiuling : 
Thou, my God, then oh dispose of me ! 
Father, I call on Thee ! 
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DISCONTENT.* 

181S. 

'Midst his revels, bliss creating, 
Fatherland ! thou call'dst the bard, 
To the death thy Tyrants hating— 
Though 'midst songs and love long waiting, 
Forth at last his soul's storm warred. 
And he burst, half broken-hearted, 
Every bond which friendships twine ; 
Wrung by woe from these he parted, 
And was thine. 

Oft with pleasure fraught, and weeping, 
To the past his thoughts would rove ; 
Songs, awaking memories sleeping. 
Bore him, their sweet heart* s-bridge keeping. 
To the golden land of love ! 
Ah! 'twas merely fancy's revel; 

* When I WM forced to watch the Shores of the Elbe 
near Sandow for a long time. 
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For the hours, with furious haste. 
Threw him 'midst life's noisy eyil, 
Storm-hound fast. 

But, how stem life's trouhle-throwing, 
With no hattle's red mom-breath? 
Giye the Muses peace bestowing, 
Or the fight with fierce fire glowing, 
Give me songs or give me death ! 
Leave me tears, my sad heart thronging, ,. 
Leave me love, to bless the night — 
Or else drown my soul's peace-longing 
In the fight! 

All around me cannons thunder. 
Distant drums loud summon me ; 
German crowns the die are under ! 
Shall I from this struggle sunder. 
And the stream's calm watcher be? 
Shall I die, in plain prose lying? 
Poesy — Ablest fiame, Heaven's boon ! 
O'er me, break to light, in dying — 
But, oh! soon! 
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TO THE KING.* 

1813. 

Hail! hail, my Prince, upon thy throne 
bright gleaming 1 

The heart, opprest by height of woe, is broken ; 

Hail to thee ! hafh its last strength joyful 
spoken ! 

Grief dies 'midst height of joy in victory 
beaming : 

Aye — ^till the last tide of our tongue is stream- 
ing, 

Our Fatherland bears of him joyful token. 

Who for his land, his crown — the chaplet 
oaken. 

All kingly fought— in death a king beseeming! 

* When it was rumoured that he had fallen In the 
skii'miah at Bauin«r. 
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Along thy blood-stream poured is victory flow- 
ing; 
Thy name the tyrant's hosts in ruin throw- 
ing; 
To avenge their Kino alone thy land's truth 

shewing! 
Thou from soft sleep, on pillowy corpses taken, 
All softly in thy golden realms awaken, 
Where blooming palms replace thy Oaks 
forsaken! 
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THE TROOPER'S SONG. 

181S. 

On ! boldly on, with rapid sweep! 
The world lies free before; 
Though round us crafty foes still keep 
Their fence, by frauds meshed o'er. 
Bound, noble steed, curvetting free — 
The oak-crowns yonder glance ! 
Stretch out! stretch out, and carry me 
On to the glad sword-dance ! 

Unconquered, high in heaven's pure breath. 

The Trooper's frank soul dwells ! 

For all that cowers in dust beneath. 

His free blood never swells. 

All pain, all care, behind him far — 

Wife, child, and house, and herd ; 
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Freedom or death before him are — 
And near him his good sword. 

Thus on to th' merry wedding feast, 

The bridal crown our prize ; 

Who lets his loved wait, e'en the least, 

Him our free band denies. 

Our honour is the wedding guest, 

Our Fatherland the bride. 

Her with right warmth hath he embraced, 

Whom death binds to her side. 

Aye, sweet and blest full well may be, 
In such loTe-night, thy sleep ! 
Thy loved one's arms soft pillow thee. 
Whilst she true watch doth keep. 
And when upon the grove's green side, 
New oak-leaves are unfurled. 
She wakens thee with happy pride, 
In endless Freedom's world. 

M 
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Then whilst we see, now fall, now rise. 

The giddy orb of fate, 

Wherein fight* s shifting fortune lies, 

All unappalled we wait 

For German freedom will we stand — 

Be in the Grave's deep womb, 

Or high on Victory's chosen land, 

Our lot; we bless the doom. 

If God our conquering march arrays. 

Can scoffs resist His nodf 

Tes! God's right arm our sword doth raise, 

Our shield shall be our God ! — 

Now, fiercely round us battle storms, 

Yet bravely on, good horse ! 

Were the world filled with demon forms, 

Thy way right through them force ! 
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COMFORT.* 

1818. 

Heakt ! be by fear unshaken, 
Though foes may cheat and threat; 
God's vengeance shall awaken, 
He Freedom's God is yet: 

Let the mad wretch threat raring, 
Yet shall he miss his aim, 
When forth, his fury braving, 
Bursts Freedom's sacred flame : 

Bright, 'midst long woes, hath darted 
Its radiance o'er the dead ; 
By millions— the free-hearted. 
With their best life's blood fed: 

• Written upon the eonclotion of the Trace. 
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It bums— his throne lies ashes; 
It melts— chains drop from slaves : 
Palms bloom, nursed 'midst its flashes, 
O'er German heroes* graves. 

Then be by fear unshaken. 
Though foes may cheat and threat; 
God's vengeance shall awaken. 
He Freedom's God is yet! 



1 

I 
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LEAVE-TAKING FROM LIFE.* 

1818. 

The deep wound bmns^my parched lips 

coldly quiver — 
I feel, by my faint heart's unsteady beating, 
That the last pulse of my young life is fleet- 
ing- 
God, to thy hands my spirit I deliver ! 
How sounds of coming death all harshly sever 
The fair dream-music, where bright forms 

were meeting ! 
Yet, courage ! what hath given my heart true 

greeting, 
I shall yet keep to dwell with me for ever ! 

• Written on the niglit I7tli— iBth Jane, 181S, as I lay 
badly woonded, and without lucoour, in a wood ; and folly 
thought I should die there. 
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And all towards which my worship here 
ascended, 

What my hot youth, with fieriest zeal 
defended, 

Now viewed in Freedom— once with Love 
all blended, 

I see, as a light seraph, o'er me flying — 

And whilst each fainting sense is slowly 
dying. 

It wafts sweet airs with Heaven's mom-fra- 
grance sighing ! 
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LUTZOWS WILD CHASE.* 

1818. 



What gleams through yon wood in the sun- 
light gay? 
— ^Hark ! — nearer and nearer sounding, 
They gallop towards us in dark array ! 
And echoing horns loudly ring o'er their way, 
Till fear chills our hearts' free hounding: 
Should you ask who that hand of hlack riders 

are, 
That is Lutzow's chase, the wild Yagers of 
war! 



* Perhaps m widely known by Weber's delightful music 
H any song in the ** Ljrre and Sword." 
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What brushes quick yon dark forest round — 
From hill to hill lightly glances? 
They lie by night in their ambush-ground; 
Their huzza peals — loud their carabines 

sound! 
I th' death-leap each French fool dances; 
Should you ask who that band of black 

hunters are, 
That is LuteoVs Chaae, the wild Yagers of war. 

Where yon grapes ripdy cluster, — yon loud 

wares shine, 
The wretches would lurk in their flying; 
Like a storm-cloud rushes that long dark line, 
They swim, with stout anns, o'er the rapid 

Rhine, 
To the shore where their foemen are lying; 
Should you ask who that band of black 

swimmers are. 
That is Lutzow's Chase, the wild Yagers of 

war. 



169 

Why peals through yon yaUey the stonny 

fight? 
What sabres axe yonder clashing? 
There th' wild-hearted warriors strike for 

their right— 
There the sparks of Freedom burstfree to light, 
Till they blaze up in blood-flames flashing ! 
Should ye ask who that band of black 

troopers are, 
That is Lutzow's Chase, the wild Tagers of 

war! 

In his last sun-light yonder who gasping lies, 

Corpse-pillowed by ranks he has shivered? 

Death heavUy weighs on his sinking eyes, 

Yet his stout heart quails not — he gladly dies. 

For his Fatherland is delivered ! 

Should you ask who those black dying war- 
riors are. 

That was Lutzow's Chase, the wild Yager's 
of war! 
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Our own wild Chase, 'tis our German Chose, 
'Gainst the Tyrant's blood, the Oppressor! 
Then each who belores us dries tears fiom 

her face, 
When our Land is once freed, and day fair 

in nighf s place. 
Though, our death have won Freedom to 

bless her ; 
And from sons down to sons shall our names 

be told f ap— 
That wasLuTZOw's Chase— the wildTagers 

of war ! 
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PRAYER. 

1818. 

* He All U8, great God of might ! 
Hear us, great Judge of right! 
Leader of battles, in Heayen ! 
Father, all praise to Thee; 
Father, Thy grace thank we, 
That we for Freedom have striven ! 

Though Hell rage through the land, 
Father, Thy strong right hand, 
Crushing all liar's plots, hath freed us; 
Lead us, Jehoyah ! Lord ! 
Lead us. Great Triune Word ! 
To fight and victory lead us ! 

* In rhythmical itmctiire) thU Engliih comes aa near 
the Latin •* O Sanctissima," kc. as the German. The diA- 
cnltf of measure is apparent. 
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Lead us ! — Even though our doom 
Fall in the grare's deep womh, 
FraiBed and blest be Thy name ! Thine 
All powers, thrones, and glories are, 
Now, and for eyermore ! 
Lead us, Almighty God ! — Amen ! 
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AUSTRIA'S TWIN EAGLES.* 

I81S. 

Be blest to me, ye holy Twins ! glad token 
That, spite of all this sick, deUrious fever, 
My years of youth's hot pride death shall not 

sever; 
Aye, here I meet thee. Land of th' free trees 

oaken! 
A call, as though by angel voices spoken. 
Drew me towards thy Eagles, friendly ever ; 
My blood had flowed, my country to deliver, 
On Freedom's altar— and my strength was 

broken 
By traitors' blows. Fair, as in Poet's dream- 
ing, 

* When I returned to Austria wounded. 
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Here find I Justice, in thy twin eyes 

beaming — 
With Tyrants' ruin, Freedom's conquest 

gleaming. 
The Devil must falL Hapsburgh to glory 

waJcen! 
God guards thy banners over death-fields 

shaken! 
Up, Austria! Charles thy conquering sword 

hath taken! 
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OUR RELIANCE. 

181S. 

We call on Thee, all unafiriglited; 
Thy word our trost — our anchor-rock! 
By hell we will not be benighted : 
Through earthquake — ^murdeiv- ruin's shock; 
Whatever break — whate'er endure, 
We know Thy word shall yet stand sure. 

No coward struggle wins Faith's blessing ; 
Dearly such noble prize is bought: 
No grape drops wine, until, hard-pressing. 
The stone its task hath fairly wrought : 
And, would an Angel mount the sMes, 
A human heart, to free it, dies. 

Therefore, though stiU in fraud and error 
Lies may their hollow temple build; 
May hate strong virtuous truth with terror, 
And empty knaveries raise and gild ; 
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And, with the coward's giddy cheat, 
A wakened Nation's anger meet : 

Though brother yet may war on brother, 

Quarreling with causeless bloody hate : 

And sister crowns to one another 

Madly their mutual ties forget; 

Nor mind that Germany alone 

Writes the world's laws — stands she but one: 

Tet leave we not Thy name forsaiken. 
But with true, stedfast courage stand : 
Against the wretch Thy wrath shall waken. 
Yet Shalt Thou free Thy Gennan land! 
Eren though that day were years off now, 
Who knows the fitting time but Thouf 

Thy time, that shall our Land deliver, 
With Freedom — with the Tyrant slain ! 
By Thee the Dragon falls for ever, 
Dyeing our streams with ruddy ndn: 
The blood of slaves —the blood of th' free — 
Just God! avenge when pleaseth Thee ! 
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WHAT IS LEFT! 

1813. 



What* is left, when our Land's pillars 

crumble ? 
When th' gods' oracles deceive? 
When none avenge the wounds that manhood 

humble? 
When lies what holiest we believe? 
When through our Fatherland all maddened 

rages 
Our youth round dungeon walls in vain? 
And, when our people's Spartan valour wages 
Vain war, but heaping slain on slain? 

* The liberty in the length of some of these lines cor- 
responds with the Oerman. 
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What is left, when, though for Freedom 
fighting, 

Gnashing our teeth, we yield to fate ? — 

And th' Tyrant's butcher slayes swarm, sun- 
light blighting, 

Murdering through Freedom's temple-gate I 

What is left, when, our blood vainly drinking, 

Smoke all our Fatherland's wide gravest 

And Freedom's star, thb German life- 
star sinking 

From German skies, sets in red waves? 

What is left? No stream that Wisdom 
brightens; 

No Arts-** of peace the hallowed band; 

Above the slave no sun-ray darkness lightens; 

Arts seek a freer Fatherland ! 

All the gods' holy voices have departed. 

Stunned by wild cries of slavery; 

And Homer — he had never sung free-hearted, 

Had not his Greece been proudly free ! 
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Whatis leftf — ^meek Christian patience solely, 

Suffering where cowaid tears are spilt !•>• 

Shall mine own hand destroy that altar 
holy, 

Which in my heart to God I built? 

Is that God's finger-work, where all blest 
Powers, 

That watch o'er man, for vengeance cry? 

No!— where the Devil devilishly devours, 

That is alone Hell's victory ! — 

Is nothing left? Are all good Angels flying. 

With changing faces turned away? 

Are all Hope's golden flower-stems crushed 
and dying. 

Because the Conqueror's palms decay? 

Can the arm grasp no cross of power un- 
shaken. 

In our last, deepest need to save ? 

Can we do nought but weep and mourn 
forsaken? 
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Have we no freedom bat the gravel — 
Yet! yet, we see it in our youth forth break- 
ing 
In our whole Nation's hero-soul : 

Yes ! there is yet a German valour waldn^, 
To rehd our neck-chains like a scroll ! . 
Though Tyranny may Freedom's altar shiver, 
To rear her hateful palace high-^ 
Yet Germany, howe'er thoa fall, — ^for ever 
Thou canst not<— shalt not, mined lie ! 
Yet, from on high, the spark of hope is 

given; — 
On! with false fortune bravely fight! 
There was a star ^^ now sunk indeed from 

heaven, 
Yet comes it back with morning light! 
There was a star — stars set for sure returning 
It was fair Freedom's golden Star ! 
Let bloody clouds roll darkly burning, 
With God who guards it dare they war? 
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Let devils rage, with fury yelling-— 
No Fiend, no Tyrant, strikes so high : 
They cannot rob one star from Heaven's high 

dwelling, — 
Our Star has set — but in the Skt ! 
Though our brave youth lie in death-slumber, 
Yet the free will no Tyrant slats; 
And German Heroes' blood-streaks number 
Our Freedom's ruddy morning rays ! 




POSTHUMOUS POEMS, 

WBITTSIf 

ONLY A FBW DATS BKFORB KORNBR VXLL IN BATTLK, 
AND ADDED TO HIS "LTBB AND SWORD." 

(Set^Lifif.J* 
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MEN AND CHILDREN.* 



The Nation arises— War-stormB burst wild— 
Who sits now, hands in his lap, like a child 1 
Shame, dastard! shame on thee, manaikin 

tender! 
Crouching 'midst gossips, 'midst girls, o'er the 
fender! 
A wietdied pale craven art thou for this ; 
No German girl thy lip shall kiss, 
No German song can lend thee bliss. 
No German wine thy sonl's cheer is. 
A health with you. 
Ye comrades true, 
Who your glearaing sabres drew ! 

6ee Translator^ Preface, and Life. 
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Whilst we the cold night in watching past. 
Benumbed by rain and the whistling blast; 
Close to soft pillows of luxaiy creeping, 
Thou mightst in dreams be securely sleeping : 
A wretched pale craven art thou for this ; 
No Crerman girl thy lip shall kiss, 
Xo German song can lend thee bliss, 
No German wine thy soul's cheer is. 
A health with you. 
Ye comrades true. 
Who your gleaming sabres drew ! 

Whilst through our hearts th' loud trumpet's 

clang, 
Like God's own thunder, suddenly rang; 
Thou wast in a theatre taking thy pleasure, 
Wast beating to singers and dancers in mea- 
sure. 
A wretched pale crayen art thou for this, 
No German girl thy lip shall kiss, 
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No German song can lend thee bliBs, 
No Goman wine thy soul's cheer is. 

A health with you, 

Ye comrades true. 

Who your gleaming sabres drew ! 

'Neath the Sun's fierce noon-blaze, as faint 

we sank. 
And scarcely one drop of cool water drank; 
Thy brisk champaigne drove its cork to the 

ceiling. 
At revels, where tables with dainties were 
reeling ; 
A wretched pale craven art thou for this, 
No German girl thy lip shall kiss. 
No German song can lend thee bliss. 
No German wine thy soul's cheer is. 
A health with you. 
Ye comrades true. 
Who your gleaming sabres drew ! 
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'Midst the hottest batde, as dose we fought, 
Upon our true-loved and far homes we 

thought; 
Whilst thou, with some mistress all gaily 

toying, 
Love such as gold can buy wast enjoying. 
A wretched pale crayen art fhou for this, 
No German girl thy lip shall Idss, 
No Crerman song cai^ lend fhee bliss. 
No German wine thy soul's cheer is; 
A health with you. 
Ye comrades true, 
Who your gleaming sabres drew! 

Round us whizzed the bullet, swift sang the 

spear. 
And Death in a thousand dread shapes stood 

near: 
Whilst thou wast at hazard, where each of 

you panted. 
For aces, or kings, to fall as he wanted. 
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A wretched pale craven art thou for tliis. 
No German girl thy lip shall kiss, 
No German song can lend thee bliss, 
No German wine thy soul's cheer is ; 

A health with you. 

Ye comrades true. 

Who your gleaming sabres drew ! 

When knells our hour, in the fight's hot 

breath, 
Then welcome,with joy,bles8ed soldiers' death! 
Whilst thou Shalt crouch 'neath silk cover- 
lids, trying 
To hide thee, and shudder with dread of dying. 
Thou diest, mean craven, aJl white with 

fear: 
No German girl will shed a tear. 
No German song thy name endear. 
No German wine embalm thy bier ! 
A health with you. 
Ye comrades true, 
Who your gleaming sabres drew ! 
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WINE-SONG BEFORE FIGHT.* 



Fight, thou breaikst out ! 
Give the red battle, at meeting, 
Loud, German-hearted, glad greeting ! 
Brother— about ! 

Wine gems the cup; 
Ere trumpets bray loud defiance, 
With life we drink glad alliance; 
Brother, fill up ! 

Out God will hear 

Sons of their Fatherland kneeling, 

O'er the grave's brink their faith sealing — 

Brother, you swear ! 

* The lait line of each vene U the literal form of words 
often uaed in pawing round the cup in 6ernuui]r» at their 
festival!. 
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Our Fatherland, 

Conquering or slain we '11 deliver; 

Her burning chains will we shiver — 

Word and joined hand! 

Hark! war-sounds pass! 
From love, and from song glad-hearted, 
Death ! not by thee are we parted ! 
Pledge with touched glass! 

Up ! hear war's shout ! 
We 're wooed by the fond trumpet's crying- 
Forwards! for living or dying ! 
Brother, drink out! 
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SWORD SONG.* 

Sword at my left side gleaming! 
Why is thy keen glance beaming, 
So fondly bent on mine? 
I love that smile of thine i 

Hurrah! 

^ Borne by a trooper daring. 
My looks his fire-glance wearing, 
I arm a freeman's hand. 
This well delights thy brand, 

Hurrah!" 



• See the Life. This Song ia a dialogne between the 
Trooper and hii Sword — the Tersei marked by commas 
being the replies of the ** Iron Bridx." It is to be sung 
daring the performance of the Sword Exercise; and at each 
** Hurrah I » the troopers clash their swords. 



1 
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Aye, good sword ! Free I wear fhee ; 
And true heart's love I bear thee. 
Betrothed one at my side, 
As my dear chosen bride. 



Hurrah! 



<< To thee till death united, 
Thy steel's bright life is pUghted ; 
Ah, were my love but tried ! 
When wilt thou wed thy bride 1 

The trumpet's festal warning 
Shall hail our bridal morning ; 
When loud the cannon chide, 
Then clasp I my loved bride. 



Hurrah!" 



Hurrah! 



** Oh, joy, when thine arms hold me ! 

I pine untSl they fold me. 

Come to me ! bridegroom, come! 

Thine is my maiden bloom. 

Hurrah !" 
o 
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Why, in thy sheath npsprmging, 
Thou, wild dear steel, art ringing? 
Why clanging with delight, 
So eager for the fight? 

** Well may thy scabbard rattle, 
Trooper, I pant for battle ; 
Right eager for the fight, 
I clang with wild delight 



Hurrah 



Hurrah!' 



Why thus, my love, forth creeping? 
Stay, in thy chamber sleeping, 
Wait, still, i' th' narrow room ; 
Soon for my bride I come. 

** Keep me not longer pining ! 
Oh, for LoTe*s garden, shining 
H^th roses, bleeding red. 
And blooming with the dead ! 



Hurrah! 



Hurrah !* 
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Come from thy sheath then, treasure ! 
Thou Trooper's true eye-pleasure ; 
Come forth, my good sword, come ! 
Enter thy father-home ! 



Hurrah 



^* Ha! in the free air glancing, 
How hrave this bridal dancing ! 
How in the Sun's glad beams. 
Bride-like thy bright steel gleams ! 

Hurrah!" 

Come on, ye German Horsemen ! 
Come on, ye yaliant Norsemen ! OO) 
Swells not your hearts' warm tide ? 
Clasp each in hand his bride ! 

Hurrah! 

Once at your left side sleeping. 
Scarce her veiled glance forth peeping. 
Now, wedded with your right, 
God plights your bride i' th' light 

Hurrah! 
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Then press, with wann caresses. 
Close lips, and hridal kisses, 
Tour steel — curst he his head. 
Who fails the hride he wed ! 



Hurrah! 



Now, till your swords flash, flinging 
Clear sparks forth, ware them singing : 
Day dawns for hridal pride ; 
Hurrah, thou Iron-hride! 

Hurrah! 



POEMS 



TO THS WBMORT OF 



CHARLES THEODORE KORNER. 
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THE GRAVE OF KORNER. 



I 
Fast, in high pride, the young Oak-plant 

was growing; 
All gaily round it waved the budding green ; 
And full of pleasaunce, strong, and brave 

'twas seen. 
Its towering head up to the cloud-world 

throwing; 
Right noble foliage presaging and sheen. 
With ample shade : which the leaf Kingdoms 

knowing. 
Soon all the forests rang, its praises showing — 
Sweet music breathed its murmuring leaves 

between, 
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As of lore-gales; and then its branches sing- 
ing 
Sounded, as ihoagh Apollo, fh* warrior bard, 
His Godlike lyre amongst the boughs light 

flinging 
Had hung : Alas ! it sank; a storm blew hard, 
Too soon to death my fallen sapling bringing, 
In his youth's flower, the Hero, and the 
Bard!* 

II 

Show me the path near which his tomb is 

lying* 
Where have ye in the grave my hero ludf 

In the deep echo of his song-gifts dying, 

Him with bright rays hia hero-deeds yet 

shade: 
His heart was great; his spirit, heavenward 

flying, 

* The thyme repeated in the German. 
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With links of songs and deeds bis life-chain 
made. 

Where have ye in the gxaye my hero laid ? 

Shew me the path near which his tomb is 
lying.— 

'*Thy yonth sleeps where, alas ! to th' battle 
plain 

Too deep a draught of noble blood was 
giyen."-^ 

There, thou young hero, sounded the last 
strain 

Which thy harp echoed with thy spirit riven ; 

Father,* oh bless me ! was its prayer to hea- 
ven; 

This thy first hymn the world of peace to gain. 

Ill 
Ye, once the noble dead so dearly loving, 
Come with me to the mound above his grave ! 
Our onward steps shall holy breezes lave, 

* See "Prayer during fight.** 
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The Oaks which shade his honoured dust, 

light moying ; 
There weeping Friendship laid him, t&ther 

roving, 
We follow hep—'*' Where oaJcen branches wave 
0*er the calm tomb, their speechless sorrow 

proving; 
This unforgotten site sad Friendship gave : 
But where the last his fiery courage flamed, 
Fearfully slain, the battle's terror tamed. 
His dear remains their refuge might not keep : 
For a high deed roused by his soul-thirst 

deep, 
A German prince the mouldering hero claimed, 
In his proud burial-place with kings to 

sleep."(») 

IV 

There is the loved child of the Muses sleep- 
ing; 
Forget him not, my German Fatherland ! 
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The wreath no more his youthful brow doth 

baud — 
But round the urn above his dust is creeping. 
Where now his lyre-tones, ask'st thou, Shep- 
herd, weeping? 
The form sank-— yet his soul doth with us 

stand: 
Here swear to die your children's Freedom 

keeping. 
Ye brave sons of our German fatherland ! 
Foremost in fight his country to deliver. 
He roused us first, and shewed the sacred 

way- 
How, near his urn, we feel his words to-day! 
Thus honour him! whilst yon grove leaves 

light quiver 
With choirs of nightingales delighting ever 
Their homage in his own loved songs to pay ! 

C. A. TiEDGE. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF KORNER. 

A STEED of flame we saw thy hand restrain- 
ing— 

Thou noble poet, for God's cause tme fighter! 

Bhick horseman, of thy coimtry's foes the 
smiter! 

Before as bright on Seraph-wings remaining. 

High on her sunlit throne now Freedom 's 
reigningj 

Through the storm-cloud beams Victory's 
glance the brighter. 

This had thy lyre foretold, devoted writer! 

This sealed thy sword, in death the Victory 
gaining! 

For this Tictorious — Ijrre and sword victori. 
ous! 
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Thou graceful swan! — thy hero-soul was 
breathed 

With songs and heart's blood forth in one 
pure river: 

Thus was thy death, in life's best triumph 
glorious, 

To men the ensample for brare souls be- 
queathed ; 

And in the bards' lament thou liyest for eyer ! 

WOLFART. 
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THE WARRIOR BARD. 

Tht warlike lyre is mute — alas ! for ever; 

Thy valiaiit sword now in its sheath doth 
rest 

Yet look down, thou who didst thy land deli- 
ver! 

Thy fatherland is free — thy wish is blest 

Not tears, but songs of triumph be the giver 

Of fhy death-honours! — and the fires thy 
breast 

Cherished, let them roll forth one bright 
flame-river 

With thine own songs of burning power im- 
prest! 

Thus when the bard, from dreams of fancy's 
giving, 
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Steps forth to life, and works amidst the liv- 
ing: 

Thy fate shall teach the World of credence 
hard, 

That he the golden strings so bravely sweep- 
ing 

Hath bravely died, in fight his free land 
keeping — 

The truest Hero is the truest Bard ! 

Franz Theremin. 
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TO THE MOTHER OF EORNER. 



No! I will not dry thy tears — well knowing 
That no human hand can stay their flowing ; 
Or the weight lift from thy troubled breast : 
But to join to thine my wail and weeping 
Be my endless comfort; ever keeping 
Grief with thee, mother, by woe sore prest ! 

When, within, heart-sacred pangs are raging. 
Friendship hath no tones their force assuag- 
ing; 
Every word offends the wounded heart : 
By rude comforters afresh 't is broken — 
To thee. Mother, hath a mother spoken. 
Of thy pain she best can know the smart 
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She knows how the doom thy heart did har- 
row, 
Which, with thee, hath sunk us all in sorrow ; 
Such a son to lose, an only son! 
In the very bloom of youth's pride growing, 
Pure and strong, with noble courage glowing, 
Whose high soul these weaker times outrun ! 

Thus he stood, above his land's sons tower- 
ing* 
Wakening all, his mighty song outpouring. 

With the fire which through his spirit glowed; 
Then his soul the heaven-sent blessing 

covered, 
On the wings of poetry, he hovered 
O'er mankind, and held his empire proud ! 

Never hath he his sacred lyre profaned ! 
Never has worldly power his bong's praise 
gained! 
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Never hath he abused the holy gift ! 
But of his Country's rights, and virtue telling, 
With the untainted fire of youth high swelling, 
The song his pure heart up to heaven did lift! 

And what he sang he bravely kept ! When 

sounded 
His Fatherland's war-call, to arms he 

hounded — 
Bursting {torn his friends' embrace away ! 
—Flew where peril fro¥med, the bravest 

frighting, 
Where against a hundred ten were fighting. 
But where freedom was the conqueror's prey ! 

In armsfalling^what! oh, say not falling — 
The high tone of vsdour's pride appalling. 
Never hreathe such coward word at all ! 
For a holy right his life was given, 
He man's fairestcrown from death hath riven; 
Winkelred and Decius ('>) cannot fall ! 
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Freedom's noble warrior lives for ever, 
Of his feeble race the long out-liver, 
All the world and time he triumphs o'er; 
Whilst in dust his millions Death shall hum- 
ble, 
Whilst their puny hearts with sick pains 

crumble, 
Free to the bright star-path doth he soar. 

See ! with brother's kiss, and welcome greeting, 
Sigeth's* Hero, there thy son glad meeting, 
. Doth his Bard with eager reverence scan ; 
** And thou,'* saith he, ^ our true faith's word 

keepest. 
Sunk in thy firm hero-breast — ^the deepest 
Fledge of all, to death, to the last man." 

" Tell it o'er wide Germany far sounding. 
Till all hearts with noble pride are bounding, 

* Ziriny, the Hungarian Hero, whme noble devotion in 
defence of Sigeth against the Turka, Komer made the lub- 
jecl of one of hii beat tragediei.— 5ee the Lifii. 
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Lighted by thy Taloin^s holy (^ov, 
What thoa saogy that fairly hast tfaoa proved. 
Right and Freedom to the death hast lored. 
For a centuy's hearts thy blood did flow." 

Aye, thus it is with sonls than this world 

better — 
Earthly framestheir powershold notnor fetter, 
They can work when breaks the fraU clay urn : 
O'er the fotnre they, like stan far gleaming, 
Light far distant times with fire fresh stream- 
ing,— 
At their very names onr hearts will bom ! 

Thus thy sainted one shall haye in heaven 
Endless life, for that to God here given; 
He to thee by God was merely lent: 
Now the Lord His own again hath taken — 
Soon retoming, in his home doth waken 
This pure soul, for our earth never meant 

Caroline Piculer. 



i 



213 



THE GRAVE OF KORNER. 

BY MRS. HEMANS.* 



Aftbk these strsint of deep lament for their ** warrior 
bard)" from the Oermana, let the laat oaken wreath be 
laid upon Korner*i tomb} by one who has often taught our 
hearts to mourn with the sorrows, and joyoosly to exalt 
in the trinmphs» of the best and holiest affBCtiona of onr 
nature. The Life of Komer ezplaiae all the allusions of 
the following poem ; alter reading which, few will fail to 
understand why its influence has not here been interfered 
with, by eren the slightest expression of the deep feelings 
it awakens. 

Green wave the oak for ever o'er thy rest, 
Thon, that beneath its crowning foliage sleep- 

est, 
And in the stillness of thy country's breast 
Thy place of memory as an altar keepest; 
Brightly thy spirit o'er her hills was poured, 
Thou of the lyre and sword ! 

* Copied from her Poems. 
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Rest, bard — rest, soldier! — by the father's 

hand 
Here shall the child of after years be led, 
With his wreath-offering silently to stand^ 
In the hushed presence of the glorious dead; 
Soldier and bard ! for thou thy path hast trod 
With freedom and with God ! 

The oak waved proudly o'er thy burial rite. 
On thy crowned bier to slumber warriors bore 

thee. 
And with true hearts thy brethren of the 

fight 
Wept, as they veiled their drooping banners 

o'er thee; 
And the deep guns with roUingpeal gave token 
That lyre and sword were broken ! 

Thou hast a hero's tomb — a lowlier bed 
Is hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying — 
The gentle girl that bowed her fair young 
head, 
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When thou wert gone, in silent sorrow dying ; 
Brother, true friend! the tender and the 

brave — 
She pined to share thy grave. 

Fame was thy gift from others — ^but for her, 
To whom the wide world held that only spot — 
She loyed thee — ^lovely in your lives ye were, 
And in your early deaths divided not 
Thou hast thine oak, thy trophy — ^what hath 

she? 
— Her own best place by thee ! 

It was thy spirit, brother ! which had made 
The bright world glorious to her thoughtful 

Since first in childhood 'midst the vines ye 

played. 
And sent glad singing through the free blue 

sky: 
Ye were but two-— and when that spirit passed. 
Woe to the one — the last! 
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Woe, yet not long — she lingered but to trace 
Thine image from the image in her breast; 
Once, once again to see that buried face 
But smile upon her, ere she went to rest; 
Too sad a smile ! its loying light was o'er — 
It answered hers no more. 

The earth grew silent when thy voice de- 
parted, 

The home too lonely whence thy step had 
fled, 

What then was left for her, the faithiul 
hearted? 

Death, death, to still the yearning for the 
dead. 

Softly she perished, — ^be the flower deplored 

Here, with the lyre and sword. 

Have ye not met ere now 1 — so let those trust 
That meet for moments but to part for years. 
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That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust 

from dust, 
That love where love is but a fount of tears. 
Brother, sweet sister ! peace a/ound ye dwell — 
Lyre, sword, and flower, farewell ! * 



• In acknowledgment of thii Poein» the father of Komer 
cent the lines which immediateljr follow. They are taken 
from a MS. copy of the German, with which the Translator 
wae favoured. 
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TO MRS. HEMANS. 

FROM THE FATHER OF THEODORE KORNER. 

Gently, a voice from afar is borne to the ear 

of the mourner ; 
Mildly it soundeth — yet strong, grief in his 

bosom to soothe ; 
Strong in the soul-cheering faith, that hearts 

have a share in his sorrow, 
In whose depths, all things holy and noble 

are shrined. 
From that land, once dearly beloved by our 

brave one — ^the fallen. 
Mourning blent with bright fame — cometh a 

wreath for his urn. 
Hsdl to thee, England the firee ! thou seest in 

the German no stranger ! 
Over the earth and the seas, joined be both 

lands, heart and hand ! 



ADDITIONAL NOTES; 



AND 



EXTRACTS FROM KORNER'S 
LETTERS. 



ADDITIONAL NOTES. 



Note 1. — Preface, p. 6. 

In illustration of the feelings here described, 
some passages are extracted below from the 
letters of a German gentleman, to whose 
able and friendly aid the Translator here 
gratefully acknowledges many obligations. 
His long residence in England has given 
him an extensive knowledge of onr language 
and constitution. Two of his older brothers 
served with the Frei-Schaary in the times of 
our Poet; and his own intelligence, and enthu- 
siastic interest in the freedom of his Country, 
will be appreciated by the following extracts, 
which we regret we have not space to extend 
in ample confirmation of our text. Speaking 
of the constitutions promised by the German 
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monarchs to their subjects, he says, " It is 
now twenty years since these royal pledges 
were given : and what has been the result of 
the apathy of the people in trusting them ? 
These crowned perjurers have thereby gained 
time and strength to re-establish absolutism 
and tyranny in their full gloiy. It is true, 
that in Bavaria, Wiirtemberg, Baden, Hesse, 
and Hanover, there exist constitutions; but 
what miserable, ridiculous, half things are 
they ! Each government strains every nerve 
to wrest from the people one right after 
another; and so wholly without successftil 
resistance, that the representatives of the 
people will soon meet merely to sanction the 
expenditure of supplies granted, proformd — 
without a shadow of deliberative power. 
•Even were these governments in any degree 
desirous for the freedom of their subjects, 
(which none of their acts give us any reason 
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to suspect,) their lines of conduct are laid 
down by Mettemich and the King of Prussia, 
to whose dictates they are compelled to bow. 
Thus are they made peijurers, and daily 
forced themselves to break the constitutions 
they have solemnly sworn to keep. What can 
the people do, split into twenty or thirty dif- 
ferent petty states, each with a petty tyrant ? 
They haye no concert, no union, no rally- 
ing point" — ^^Had the French bullets spared 
Komer, never would he have lived to see 
these days of shame. Again would he have 
sounded the Lyre, and drawn the Sword — 
but against no foreign foe ! How is he to be 
envied for his glorious death ! which almost 
certainly saved him from the dungeon and 
the scaffola; as they now are, and have 
always been, for a time, the cruel and un- 
availing defences of tyranny against the 
spirit of Freedom!" 
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Note 2.— -Life of Korner, p. 41. 

Without a dissertation of some length 
upon German Uniyersity Education^ we can 
scarcely hope to give any definition of the 
eccentric class of students known under the 
name Zntra-EetMwnerSyWbich would be Intel- 
ligible in England. The compound wilful- 
ness, enthusiasm, honesty, and absurdity, 
with some taints of coarse excesses, exhibited 
by the character of the BurscheHf are not 
paralleled by any clique amongst the vari- 
eties of our college peculiarities, and belong 
to Germany alone; not even finding any 
proper name in English. Despite of all 
which has been said upon this subject by 
many of that. large class utterly devoid of 
more discriminating standards of morali^ 
than national prejudice, without seeking to 
gloss over palpable and noxious influences 
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upon cbaracter, the accurate observer will, 
on an ample enquiry, be forced to admit, 
that much warm and simple manliness of 
feeling is, amongst the Qermans generally 
almost the sole residuunif in mature life, of 
these youthful eztraragances; which eva- 
porate as the years pass oyer whereto such 
things belong. 

Note 3. — ^Life of Korner, p. 42. 

The circumstances of Komer's quarrel with 
the Heads of the Leipsig University, and its 
consequences, which are merely very slightly 
hinted at by his father in the Life, were 
briefly these. While he was yet imder arrest 
(if we may so express the condition of an 
offender, before he had received his punish- 
ment for a breach of coUegiate law), for a 
duel arising out of the party disputes above 
mentioned, he was induced, by some aggra- 

Q 
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vated provocation, again to. fight on behalf 
of a friend; under such circumstances as 
courted discovery, and openly ai&onted the 
laws of the college, which prohibit all duel- 
ling. As a half-year's incarceration would 
have been the certain penalty for this offence, 
had he remained to wait his sentence, and 
his course was nearly finished — Komor left 
the University of Leipsig. The letter from 
his father, answering his account of the 
business, and exposing and deploring the 
heat and indiscretion of his conduct, has been 
preserved, and exhibits the highest possible 
union of parental wisdom and kindness. This 
produced the proper effect upon the generous 
affections of Komer (the excess of which 
indeed could alone be chiefly blamed in his 
imprudentquarrel), and his whole subsequent 
conduct shewed how he returned his father's 
love and confidence. 
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Note 4.— On Rauch's Bust of Queen 
Louisa, p. 94. 

Extract from Eomer's letter to his own fa- 
mily, 17ih June, 1812.^'' The sculptor Ranch, 
firom Berlin, is now at Humboldf s—- a dear 
honest German. He has finished a monu- 
ment for our late Queen, upon which is a 
medallion of her head, which is unspeakably 
loTely, and the strongest likeness of any yet 
taken." 

Note 5. — On the Music of Prince 
Louis Ferdinand, p. 111. 

Some explanation seems here needful to 
unfold the train of the poet's thought and 
feelings. Prince Louis Ferdinand, it will 
be remembered, was a son of- the brother of 
the present King of Prussia. About the 
year 1806, he was leading a very wild and 
dissolute life, polluted by many excesses — 
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yet he was a young man of some promise, 
and of much genins as a musical composer. 
He had a command in the Prussian army, 
and fell in the unfortunate field of Jena and 
Saalfield. Komer, in the first verse of this 
poem, refers to the evidences of a mixed 
character of good and evil — noble and sen- 
sual, as felt in the undecided effect produced 
by the music of Frmce Louis upon his hearers. 
There are in it high spirit-stirring strains, 
yet tainted by his libertine feelings, and not 
breathing the unmixed, elevated soul of pure 
patriotism. The second and third verses 
describe, in very various and forcible images, 
the struggle between the earthly and hea- 
venly in the Prince's nature: the fourth 
and fifth celebrate the full triumph of what 
is noble, in his decision to take up arms for 
his Country, and his death in her cause. 
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Note 6.— Hymn for Consecration of 
THE Free Corps, p. 120. 

Up to Sia Freedom's morning ray. — ^All the 
dafls of allnaionsy so firequent throughout 
the ** Lyre and Sword/' comparing the blood 
of the battle-plain to the red dawning rays of 
the day of Freedom— Yictory, to a temple in 
the san.]ight of a better world— and similar 
energetic personifications, are eloquently de- 
scribed in a noble eulogy on Komer, which 
deserves to be given entire, had we space. 
From this the following is an extract ^Tout 
est poesie pour Im: ia flamme du moutquet, 
c^estFitinoeUedelaUberU; le sang qui rougit 
lee campagnesy c'eet le powrpre de Fmurore — de 
Faurore de la Ubertk"— Journal dee BebatSy 
21st Jan.f 1830.^-^imilar metaphors occur in 
nearly every one of these poems. 
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Note 7.—" Through !" p. 125. 

We trust it is impossible the meaning of 
this poem should be so far mistaken as to 
be confounded with those satires upon devo^ 
tion sometimes uttered by fool-hardj and 
blasphemous men, who deem acknowledg- 
ment of dependence upon God beneath the 
courage of a soldier, fiyery line of this '^ lijt^ 
oud Swoid** shews how Komer's truly manly 
Talour was blended with humble trust upon 
1^ Creator; and how he despised all the 
contemptible weakness of impiety. Again 
and again he prays with fervour for a bless- 
ing upon his Country's holy cause. His lofty 
indignant sarcasm is poured forth here — ^not 
upon prayer, but upon that hypocritical^ 
selfish cowardice, which seeks special Divine 
intervention, and shrinks from meeting dan- 
ger for the common religion and freedom of 
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alL There was indeed abundant reason why 
Komer's burning strains should so frequently 
overwhelm the selfish and cowardly with 
generous indignation. Though the move- 
ment against France at last became general^ 
yet the subdiyision of Germany into petty 
States long retarded the national impulse ; 
and what those, who first rushed to the 
almost hopeless struggle for all, must haye 
felt at seeing Germans standing neuter, or 
sometimes even fighting against them in the 
ranks of their enemy, may be well imagined 
to have been a deeply intense mixture of 
scorn and mortification. 

Note 8.— Fakting from Yienna, p. 129. 

The first verse addresses Vienna, to the 
personification of which dty, *' Thee ** and 
** Thy " refer: and the ^^ forms** are those of 
Komer's dearest friends there, to whom the 
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*^ Guardian Genii" in the following stanza 
may be sapposed also to allude : this will be 
illustrated by a passage from one of his last 
letters. ** A thousand thanks for your dear 
letter; and for the dear, dear remembrances 
of you both, the Genii of my Life." The 
last Terse beautifully touches the half regret 
of his purpose which struck eyen our war- 
rior^s heroic resolution, at the last terrible 
moment of parting, when he manned himself 
to leaye his beloved— ybr ever. 

Note 9.— The Wab-Call, p. 131. 

Press with true heart upon the foemeris 
spear ! Make way for Freedom ! — ^The noble 
death of Arnold Von Winkelried, at the erer 
memorable field of Sempach, is here alluded 
to. Seeing that all the valour of his brave 
compatriots was unable to break through the 
levelled lances and dense mailed ranks of their 
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diamounted enemies, he told fhose nearest 
him that he left his wife and children to the 
care of his country, for which he would sacri- 
fice himself. Then crying loudly, " Make 
way for Freedom!" he rushed to the front of 
the battle ; where opening wide his arms, he 
swept together as many lances of the enemy 
as he could gather between them, and ran with 
all his strength upon the points. Thus he 
fell, bearing down the wall of steel; and his 
countrymen rushed upon their foe, over his 
body and the spean buried in his breast 

Note 10.— The Sword Song, p. 196. 

The word Norsemen (more properly the 
designation of the Norwegians, Swedes, &c.) 
belongs to the Translator's English alone. 
He uses it as the nearest approach the mea- 
sure allows to the literal force and fire of the 
German. 
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Note 11.— Third Sonnet— The Grave 

OF EORNER, p. 202. 
From Preface to the sixth German edUion of 
the Lyre and Sword, — ** Perhaps it will not be 
unpleasing to the reader to find some poems, 
full of feeling, npon the heroic death of Kor- 
ner, annexed to this yolume. To explain the 
concluding part of Tiedge's third sonnet, we 
must tell our readers, that his Highness the 
Crown Prince of Meddenherg, with generous 
sympathy, offered to the father of our Poet 
a reserved and distinguished place in the 
church-yard at Ludwigslust, near the royal 
burial-ground, for the beloved remains of 
Eomer. But, since the father wished them 
to remain in the spot where his brethren in 
arms had buried their noble dead, just under 
an oak, and where he designed to raise a 
monument over his beloved only son,— 'the 
reigning Duke consented, with high-souled 



235 

readiness. For the lasting preserration of 
the site of this grave, near an oak, he gave, 
not only a space of forty square roods, which 
is now planted, but also stone and lime to 
build the tomb. The noble words of his gift 
were, 'because Komer died a sayiour of 
his land.' The appropriate monument was 
raised of cast*-iron: above stand the Lyre 
and Sword, just as they are figured on the 
title of our volume; and the urn of the true 
dead is not without its bravely won glory of 
the oaken wreath.''f 

Note 12. — ^To the Mother of Korner, 

p. 210. 
The glorious death of Winkelried has been 
before noticed (Note 9). The noble name 

• CMt at the tovaadry of thii city (Berlin), where it was 
▼iiited hy an innumerable crowd, with the moet affectionate 
sympathy ; and whence the father, in the spring of 1814, 
removed it to be erected npon its destined spot in Meck- 
lenberg. 

t See page I8S; the last two lines. 
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of Dediifl belongs alike to falber, flon, and 
giandson; who all devoted ihemselveB so- 
lemnly to death, to secure yictoiy to tbe 
Romans, between 338 and 280 b. c. These 
costly examples deserved to make armies 
resistless; and, with the Romans, it is well 
known that they never failed. To «11 the 
mighty influences of such a spirit in their 
leaders upon the courage of the common 
soldiers, every aid of superstitious assurance 
of triumph was added. The general, clolhed 
in an unusual dress, solemnly invoked his 
country's gods; then rode furiously upon the 
thickest ranks of the enemy : and the legions, 
following him with enthusiastic phrenzy, 
proved really, as they fancied themselves, 
invincible. 



EXTRACTS FROM KORNER'S LETTERS. 



FROM LETTERS TO YIENSA IN 1818. 

Zobten, 22d March, — My heart beats 
mightily if I only see a musket flash. God ! 
what a great, noble time is this ! All go with 
such free, proud courage to meet the battle 
for their Fatherland: all press forward to be 
able to bleed the first for the good cause. 
There is now only one will, one wish, in 
the whole nation: and the common ^ Victory 
or Death," has now a holy meaning. -^ 

Zobten, 26th March. — Think upon a 
body of 1500 young fellows, who have all 
flown to arms froni one impulse— hate and 
revenge against the Tyrant; and are full of 
the most glowing enthusiasm for the good 
cause of the people— enjoying merrily and 
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freely the last careless minutes of their lires. 
Eyery second man must fall^ according to 
the general impression; and Schiller's 

If morn bring* death* then let to-day 
Time*! precioos laat drops ilp awayy 

is felt, and followed to the letter. 

Often now, my heart gets too much excited ; 
then I go into the forest, and think upon 
dear, dearest Vienna; and my many silver 
gleams which there shed happy light over 
me, and which now pass before me in the 
misty power of memory ! Did I say mxsiy 
forms! Oh! it is a clear, living, seeing them 
again ! — ^with greeting once more do the fair 
hours return to me, amidst all the peace and 
joy of my heart— 

Dresden, IQih April. — I went on with our 
Mi^or Von Fetersdorf to Dresden, where I 
arrived about four o'clock on the morning of 
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the 6th; and was busied about my official 
duties until eight o'clock. Then I ran to 
my parents, and saw much joy and many 
tears. My father was wholly delighted with 
me : the others wept — 

Steinbach, \3th April — Of my own songs, 
just now I can giro you nothing which 
would interest you: my War-call indeed is 
not now in my hands, else would I send 
that I compose truly many; but the 
most part so much directed by the xikment, 
and my deepest feelings, that they would 
very seldom find an answer in other hearts, 
unless they could sink into that entire whirl- 
pool of passions which storm a breast filled 
with the joys of war and song. Have you any 
wish to do sof When one has thrown away 
life, and views all that is further enjoyed 
thereof merely as a kind present from the 
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f avonr of fortiuie, then all mists of domestic 
connexions are furled away; and clear and 
bright stand wish and will before onr eyes. 
— I hope we go yet farther to-day. We shall 
find the foe, they say, near Meiningen; 
yet are we marching pretty much in the 
dark; for we have yet received no complete 
intelligence about our destination. But in 
about eight days ! The sky hangs grey and 
gloomy over us^ covering with fogs the hills, 
up which I yesterday strained in the merry 
hunting* I am quite drawn home in my 
spirit, and yet still daring to meet fate. — 

Des8aUy2Sth April — I am made lieutenant. 
We have to-day expected an engagement; 
but it was more on the left, and we had no 
share therein. To-morrow, we cannot pos- 
sibly escape battle.~This perhaps is my last 
letter— To-morrow will shew.— Farewell ! all 
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well ! God be with you, and with me !— TMnk 
erer khidly of me. The firing goes on. We 
assuredly come in for a share. Heayen f^re 
us yictory ! Good bye ! — 

Genthiuy near Magdeburg, ^ May. — ^When 
I was in Zerbst, I was quartered by chance 
in the very same house where I had played 
many a month in my earlier years. I sat 
down in the old summer-house, standing in 
the garden behind the house; and memory 
drew, as with a bucket, out of the draw-well 
of my heart What there is not yet the same — 
what in me is not changed? — ^Through ! 

Perlebergy ISih May. — What shall I write 
to youl My discontent*— What shall I con- 
fide to youf My rage.— It rages terribly in 
me. Two days before this was a wretched 
afiUr; that is all which I have yet liyed 
through. The French, in spite of adrsEitage 



242 

of numbers, iFould not stand; about one 
hundred slain and prisoners were the booty 
of the day : I could have dealt at them right 
valiantly, if the dogs had but had courage. 
We had set out for a great reconnoitering 
across the Elbe, near Domitz. After many 
troublesome marches and ambushes, we came 
up with the French. Their watch-fires 
lighted us onwards. At the very moment 
when we just came to blows, I was detached 
with 100 men to a bridge, with orders to cover 
the possible retreat of our forces over it, and 
maintain my ground to the very last man. 
My people burned with eagerness; but the 
French were overthrown, our soldiers went 
on, and I came empty away. — On the 
12th, before the cannon began to thunder, I 
slept for half an hour, beside a watch-fire ! 
There had I a dream about which I shall 
ever be silent; but which was the most fear- 
ful and living of my whole life. You and 
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Majy Anne mingled particularly in the 
scene; and, in a remarkable manner, saw I 
Mary Anne, in an old German city-mourning 
costume, with long black locks. — - 

In our bivouac on Auhigt, between Plauen 
and Hof, 9th June,— I am sound and well; 
and have, as Adjutant to the Major, made the 
boldest march that can be imagined. We 
are here, a little troop, in the middle of foes; 
driren from Stendal to the further Elbe, 
down on the limits of Baireuth. Since the 
29th May, I have never dismounted from my 
horse; have only slept riding, and haye taken 
some prisoners with my own hand. In spite 
of this extraordinary stress of exertion, I am 
strong and hearty, and revel in the excite- 
ment of this life. — 

Eatzeburg, ISth August— Dearest Friend ! 
— Two words from your friend in all haste. 
I am again with the corps, welcomed by 



Mary Anne miagled puticnlaTly in the 



Mojy Anne, in an old OenD«i ci^-moomiiig 
costume, with long black locka. — 

In mtr bivouac en Auhtgi, briaeeyi Pltuien 
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all with the heartiest love; we aie now on 
the point of marching; and in two days we 
expect death's hridal. May all fare well 
with you, which is with me at an end! If 
God wills, we go, a German Host, to free 
noble Hamburg with our blood. A thousand 
thanks for your dear letter, and for the dear, 
dear remembrances from you both — ^the Genii 
of my life! Heaven keep you; I commit 
you to God ! 



FROM HIS LAST LETTERS TO HIS FAMILY. 

Leiptigy ISth April, 1813.*- My heartiest 
thanks for your kind care to leave me as 
content and as free from all anxiety as pos- 
sible. All kind wishes, from my inmost 
heart, to my dear, good Emma, on her birth- 
day ! Think kindly of me. To-day I have 
my Seijeanf s duty to mind, and am there- 
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fore extraordinaiily biuy; so paidon this 
short letter. Kind greeting to all Mends — 
all happiness to you! 

Wittenberg, near Perleherg on the Elbe, 
9th May, 1813. — I hope to God you are 
well aware that I was not in the affairs of 
the 2d and 3d, lest you should have been 
tormenting yourselves with needless fears. 
I am deeply pained to have missed this great 
day. Meanwhile, here I lie on the Elbe, 
and reconnoitre, and find nothing; look over 
into Westphalia, and see nothing; load my 
pistols, and shoot nothing! — I have just 
now been at church with my company ; with 
which I am ordered to stay here watch- 
ing the river. We took the communion. 
The preacher spoke as a man, a German, a 
Christian. The people seemed much moved. 
In a few moments we maich hence to Lenzen. 
What is to be done there, whether we shall 
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go farther or no, no one knows: The Ell^e 
is very broad here; with the shores low, and 
only adorned by the changes in the colours 
of the bmshwood, and the friendly villages. 
But Hayelberg, where we rested a day, is 
very romantic and beautifuL The old Gothic 
church, which is built very bravely of brick, 
has a venerable effect; and the remarkable 
windings of the Havel much enhance the 
wonderful beauty of the landscape. Love to 
all Mends. God be with you ! 

Carlsbad, 2d July, 1813. — My hearty good 
wishes, dear father, my truest Mend, on thy 
birth-day: God give thee to celebrate thy 
next festival in a free fatherland. I con ever 
getting better and better. I sleep well at 
night, and my pains are at long intervals, 
and in fact on the whole trifling. Spare me 
telling the worthless stoiy to thee from be- 
ginning to end until we meet: only thus 
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much, that I was wounded when I went, 
without drawing sabre, to ask the wretches if 
this was the promised suspension of arms. 
My heartiest kiss to my Mother, Aunt, and 
Emma; kind greeting to all Mends; a stiff 
German squeeze of the hand to thee, and the 
assurance that in the most fearful moments 
of the past days, I hare never been untrue 
to the good cause, not eren in a thought ^x 

Carlshadj Uth July^ 1813.— Early in the 
morning I shall set off with Miyor Samowsky 
to join the army. On the 19th we are at head 
quarters, and unless my military destiny 
changes, I shall be on the 29th with Parthey 
in Berlin. My wound is healed; and since 
we do not travel in the night, there is on 
that account no anxiety about my health. 
The account of our assault stands exactly 
right in the Leipsig paper, only they leave 
out that General Founder twice gave his 
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word to attempt no hostilitieg. For my pre- 
servation I have principally to thank Dr. 
Wendler^ of Leipsig. Our correspondence is 
once more somewhat broken up. No letters 
seem to be allowed to pass; for since the 4tli 
I haye had no news from you, and apparently 
must set off without any. Only torment 
yourselyes not, should letters from me be 
interrupted. God has brought me so far, he 
will bring me farther; and always remember 
I am fulfilling a holy duty, and that a right- 
down German heart must be nerred for all — 
Through! — May heaven be with you! — God 
will yet bring us all happily together. Live 
in this belief.- — 
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